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ADVERTISEMENT. 


pl no period of time has the ſtudy of SHAKSPEARE 

been ſo univerſal as at preſent; nor is there any 
circumſtance more honourable to the good taſte of the 
Public to be pointed out, New editions make their ap- 
pearance, and new editions are projected, with a ra- 
pidity which can only be equalled by the eagerneſs with 
which they are received. Amidſt the various publica- 
tions of this immortal Author, the preſent Selection 
from his works has had the hon ur to receive the moſt 
ample teſtimony in its favour, by the ſale of five nu- 
merous impreſſions. Being again called for, the pub- 
liſhers have reprinted it in a larger type, with Correc- 
tions and Amendments, which they flatter themſelves 
will do credit to their own liberality and attention, 
Concerning the work itſelf they deem it unneceflary to 
add any thing to the eulogium which the rapid ſale bears 
the beit teſtimony of; being convinced, in the words 
of their Author, that 


« Ape cannot wither i-, nor cuſtom ſtale 
« Its infinite variety.“ 


( wi ) 


PREFACE 


TO THE 


FIRST EDITION, 
1784. 


Tur excellencies of our great Dramatic Poet are 
ſo well known, and fo univerſally acknowledged, that 
it may ſeem unneceſſary to dwell on perfections which 
every one confeſſes, and which even Envy itſelf has no 
longer the effrontery to deny. If any author is entitled 
to the appellation of a Univerſal Genius, on whom 
can that honourable diſtinction be more readily confer- 
red, than on him who, with the moſt ſubtle penetra- 
tion, has pierced through the dark receſſes of the hu- 
man heart; who has painted the moſt beautiful ſcenes 
of nature; who has given life and action to virtue, in- 
culcating the nobleſt ſyſtem of morality, and animating 
mankind to tread thoſe ſteps which lead to the happi- 
neſs of individuals, and, in conſequence, to the gene- 
ral good of the community, 


Poetry too often is conſidered as a mere relief, to 
fill up the vacancy of indolence, or to diſſipate the lan- 
gour of inattention; and ſo ſeldom is it employed in 
effecting its nobleſt purpoſes, that the negle& of it can 
neither be wondered at nor condemned, It is, how- 
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ever, calculated to anfwer ends more important than 
the gratification of idleneſs: the purpoſes of amuſe- 
ment are, and ought to be, only its ſecomlary conſi- 
derations, It has for its ultimate object the intereſt 
and welfare of ſociety; and, if properly directed, may 
be made inſtrumental in enlarging the mind, extending 
the views; and, by ſupplying materials for reflection, 
imperceptibly leads mankind to the knowledge and prac- 
tice of virtue, 


It is well obſeryed by an excellent Writer“, that 
« we are apt to conſider Shakſpeare only as a Poet; but 
© he is certainly one of the greateſt Moral Philoſophers 
« that ever lived.” And of the ſame ſentiments is the 
never-enough-ta-be-commended Author who may him- 
ſelf be called the Moral Philoſopher of the preſent 
times: It is ſaid of Euripides, that every verſe was a 


e precept: and it may be ſaid of Shakſpeare, that from 


« his works may be collected a ſyſtem of Civil and 
e Oeconomical Prudence +.” Again, From his writ- 
« ings a ſyſtem of Social Duty may be collected 4.“ 
'Fheſe ſentiments frequently ſuggeſted themſelves to the 
Collector of the preſent Volume, long before he faw 
them confirmed by ſuch reſpectable authorities. The 
idea thus preſented to his mind, firſt gave riſe to a wiſh, 
that the truth of it might be exemplified in a ſelection 
of thoſe obſervations on the conduct of human life, 
ſcattered through various parts of the writings of our 
divine Author, digeſted and arranged in that order that 


* Mrs. Montague's Eſſay on the Genius and Writings of Shakſpeare, 


d Zvo. P. 595 2d edi don. 
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might be uſeful as well to the learned as the uninformed, 
to the ſcholar as to the novice. He thought ſuch a 
compilation would be very generally uſeful; and was 
convinced that, in the whole circle of £:y/þ literature, 
no author afforded ſo many and ſuch various obſerva- 
tions on life and manners —ſo much and ſuch uſeful 
knowledge of the human heart. 


As the title of this volume agrees with the work of a 
late unfortunate Author, it may be neceſſary to obſerve, 
that the preſent performance was begun with different 
views from its predeceſſor, and is conducted in a dif- 
ferent manner. The end of the former appears to have 
been intended chiefly as a vehicle to diſplay the com- 
piler's reading and critical talents. Ihe preſent has no 
higher aims than a ſelection uſcful for reference to the 
learned, for inſtruction to the ignorant, and for infor- 
mation to all. The knowledge which may be derived 
from it, is too extenſive to be pointed out in this place; 
but it may be aſſerted, with modeſty and truth, that 
whoever is concerned in the buſineſs of education, will 
find it very ſerviceable in impreſſing on the memory of 
Youth ſome of the ſublimeſt and moſt important leſſons 
of Morality and Religion. As ſuch, it is offered to 
the attention of inſtructors of both ſexes ; as ſuch, the 
Compiler does not heſitate to ſay, no perſon, into 
whoſe hands it may come, will meet with any diſap- 


pointment. 


— — — — — 


THUS far the preſent Compiler ventured to deliver 
his opinion on the firſt publication of this work ; and 
A 3 he 
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he feels ſome ſatisfaction in diſcovering that ks hed not 
been ſingular in his ideas. The fale of a very large 
impreſſion of the former edition has prompted him to 
reviſe and improve the collection, to render it ſtill more 
uſeful, and ſtill more worthy the favour which has been 
ſhewn it. Beſides, therefore, an addition of beautiful 
paſſages, there is now added a Selection of detached 
Scenes from different Plays, which cannot but afford 
pleaſure to the admirers of this divine Poet. To en- 
large further on the preſent work the Editor deems un- 
neceſſary, as the public approbation has already given ſo 
complete and fo ſatisfactory a ſanction to his labours, 
He therefore once again preſents it to the world, in full 
confidence that the more it is examined, the more ap- 
parent its uſefulneſs will be found; convinced that the 
ſtudy of the beſt Poet in the world will produce the 


moſt beneficial influence on the great intereſts of So- 
cicty. | 
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WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE.“ 


Tai S amazing Genius, no leſs the glory of his own 
country than of human nature, was the ſon of Mr. 
John hakſpeare, and was born at Stratford upon Avon, 
in Warwicltſbire, on the 23d of April, 1564. His fa- 
mily, as appears by the regiſter and public writings re- 
lating to that town, were of good figure and faſhion 
there, and are mentioned as gentlemen. His father, 
who was a conſiderable dealer in wool, had fo large a 
family (ten children in all) that, though he was his eld- 
eſt fon, he could give him no better education than his 
own employment. He had bred him, it is true, for 
ſome time at a free ſchool, where it is probable he ac- 


quired what little learning he was maſter of. But the 


narrowneſs of his circumſtances, and the want of his 
aſſiſtance at home, forced his father to withdraw him 
from thence, and prevented his farther proficiency in 
languages. It has been proved to a demonſtration by 
the learned Dr. Farmer, that, whatever imitations of 
the ancients we find in our Author's works, he was in- 
debted for them to ſuch tranſlations as were then ex- 
tant, and eaſy of acceſs: and it is more than probable 
that his want of acquaintance with the originals might 
rather be of ſervice to him than the contrary: for 
though the knowledge of them might have made him 


* ExtraQted chicfly from that of Mr. Rowe, 
more 
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more correct, yet it is not improbable but that the re- 
gularity and deference for them, which would have at- 
tended that correctneſs, might have reſtrained ſome of 
that fire, impetuoſity, and even beautiful extravagance, 
which we admire in Shakſpeare : and I believe we are 
better pleaſed with thoſe thoughts, altogether new and 
uncommon, which his own imagination ſupplied him ſo 
abundantly with, than if he had given us the moſt beau- 
tiful paſſages out of the Greek and Latin poets, and that 
in the moſt agreeable manner that it was poſſible for a 
maſter of the E ngliſb language to deliver them. 

Upon his leaving ſchool, he ſeems to have given en- 
tirely into that way of living which his father propoſed 
to him; and, in order to ſettle in the world after a fa- 
mily manner, he thought fit to marry while he was yet 
very young. His wife was the daughter of one Hath- 
away, ſaid to have been a ſubſtantial yeoman in the 
neighbourhood of Stratford. In this kind of ſettlement 
he continued for ſome time; till an extravagance that 
he was guilty of, forced him both out of his country, 
and that way of living which he had taken up: and 
though it ſeemed at fr to be a blemiſh upon his good 
manners, and a misfortune to him, yet it afterwards 
happily proved the occaſion of exerting one of the 
greateſt geniuſes that ever was known in dramatic po- 
etry. He had, by a misfortune common enough to 
young fellows, fallen into ill company; and, amongſt 
them, ſome that made a frequent practice of deer- ſteal- 
ing, engaged him with them more than once in robbing 
a park that belonged to Sir Thomas Lucy, of Cherlecot, 
near Stratford. For this he was proſecuted by that 

entleman, as he thought, ſomewhat too ſeverely; and, 
in order to revenge that ill uſage, he made a ballad 
upon him. This, probably the fr ellay of his poetry, 
if it be the ſame preſerved by Mr. Steevens in the laſt 
edition of this Author, viz. that of 1778, is truly con- 
temptible : it however redoubled the profecution againſt 


him to that degree, that he was obliged to leave * by: 
ineſs 
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fineſs and family in Marwiclſbire, for ſome time, and 
ſhelter himſelf in London. 

Tradition has informed us that it was upon this ac- 
cident he made his firſt acquaintance in the playhouſe ; 
and Mr. Malone, with great probability, conjectures 
that his introduction there aroſe from his relationſhip 
to Greene, a celebrated performer at that period. In 
what capacity he was originally received, I have no 
poſitive information; and I pay no attention to the idle 
ſtory of his being employed as the holder of horſes. 
The writer laſt mentioned ſuppoſes he began to write 
about the year 1591; and the arrangement of his plays 
by that gentleman remaining undiſputed, the preſum 
tion of its accuracy is ſufficiently eſtabliſhed. 
rank which he held in the theatre, as a performer, ap- 
pears not to have been elevated ; and from the beſt ac- 
counts we learn, that, as an actor, he never ſoared. 
above, if he even reached, mediocrity. The Ghoſt in 
Hamlet, Old Knowel in Every Man in bis Humour, 
and Adam in As you like It, are the parts which, with 
the greateſt appearance of certainty, may be aſcribed to 
him; and, in general, the characters of old men ſeem to 
have been his caſt. To this choice a natural infirmity 
may have contributed; as we find, in his Sonnets, ſome 
hints that he was lame, and conſequently not properly 
qualified for the repreſentative of youth and. agility. 
But, though his ſucceſs as a player was but inconſider- 
able, it was ſufficiently made up to him as an author, 
He had the honour to meet with many great and un- 
common marks of favour and friendſhip from the Earl 
of Southampton, famous in the hiſtories of that time for 
his friendſhip to the unfortunate Earl of E It was 
to that noble Lord that he dedicated his Poem of Venus 
and Adonis, There is one inſtance ſo ſingular in the 
magnificence of this patron of Shakſpeare, that, if I 
had not been aſſured that the ſtory was handed down b 
dir William D' Avenant, who was probably very well 
acquainted with his affairs, I ſhould not have ventured 
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to have inſerted, that my Lord Southampton at one time 
2 him a thouſand pounds, to enable him to go 

rough with a purchaſe which he heard he had a mind 
to: a bounty very great and very rare at any time, and 
almoſt equal to that profuſe generoſity the preſent age 
has ſhewn to French dancers and Italian ſingers. 

What particular habitudes or friendſhips he contract- 
ed with private men, I have not been able to learn; 
more than that every one who had a true taſte of merit, 
and could diſtinguiſh men, had generally a juſt value 
and eſteem for him. His exceeding candour and good- 
nature muſt certainly have inclined all the gentler part 
of the world to love him, as the power of his wit 
obliged the men of the moſt delicate knowledge and po- 
lite learning to admire him. 

His acquaintance with Ben Jonſon began with a re- 
markable piece of humanity and good-nature. - Mr, 
Fonſon, who was at that time altogether unknown to the 
world, had offered one of his plays to the players, in 
order to have it acted; and the perfons into whoſe 
hands it was put, after having turned it careleſsly and 
ſaperciliouſly over, were juſt upon returning it to him, 
with an ill-natured anſwer, that it would be of no ſer- 
vice to their company; when Shatfpeare luckily caſt 
his eye upon it, and found ſomething ſo well in it as to 
engage him firſt to read it through, and afterwards: to 
recommend Mr, '7onſon and his writings to the public. 
Jonſon was certainly a very good ſcholar, and in that 
had ſome advantage over Shakſpeare; though at the fame 
time I believe it muſt be allowed, that what Nature 

ve the latter was more than a balance for what books 
had given the former : and the judgment of a great man 
upon this occaſion was, I think, very juſt and proper. 
In a converſation between Sir John Suckling, Sir Wil- 
liam D* Avenant, Endymion Porter, Mr. Hales of Eton, 
and Ben Jonſon; Sir John Suckling, who was a profeſſed 
admirer of Shakſpeare, had A. his defence 


againſt Ben Jonſon, with ſome warmth, Mr. Haley 
| oh 
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who had ſat ſtill for ſome time, told them, © that if Mr. 
Shakſpeare had not read the ancients, he had likewiſe 
not ſtolen any thing from them; and that, if he would 
produce any one topic finely treated by any of them, he 
would undertake to ſhew ſomething upon the ſame ſub- 


ject at leaſt as well written by Sha#ſpeare.” 


The latter part of his life was ſpent, as all men of 
good ſenſe will wiſh theirs may be, in caſe, retirement, 
and the converſation of his friends. He had the good 
fortune to gather an eſtate equal to his occaſion ; and, 
in that, to his wiſh: and is ſaid to have ſpent ſome 
years before his death at his native Stratford, His 
pleaſurable wit and good - nature engaged him in the ac- 
quaintance, and entitled him to the friendſhip, of the 
gentlemen of the neighbourhood. | 

He died on his birth-day, the 23d of April, 1616, 
in the 53d year of his age; and was buried on the 
north {ide of the chancel in the great church at Strat- 
ford, where a monument is placed in the wall, repre- 
ſenting him under an arch in a ſitting poſture, a cuſhion 
ſpread before him, with a pen in his right hand, and his 


left reſted on a ſcroll of paper. Beneath is the follow- 


ing inſcription : 
Judicis Pylium, genio Secratem, arte Maronem, 
Terra tegit, populus mæret, Olympus habet. 
Stay, paſſenger, why doſt thou go ſo faſt? - 
Read, if thou canſt, whom envious Death hath plac'd 
Within this monument; Shai/peare, with whom 
Quick Nature died, whoſe name doth deck the tomb 
Far more than coſt ; ſince all that he hath writ 
Leaves living Art but page to ſerve his wit.“ 


On his grave-ſtone underneath is — 
Good friends, for Jeſus' ſake, forbear 
To dig the duſt incloſed here. 
© Bleſt be the man that ſpares theſe ſtones, 
And curs'd be he that moves my bones.” 


He 
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He had three daughters, of which two lived to be 
married; Judith, the elder, to one Mr. Thomas Quiney, 
by whom ſhe had three ſons, who all died without chil- 
dren; and Siſannab, who was his favourite, to Dr. 
John Hall, a phyſician of good reputation in that coun- 
try. She left one child only, a daughter, who was 
married firſt to Thomas Naſh, Eſq. and afterwards to 
Sir Jahn Bernard, of Abingd:in; but died likewiſe with- 
out iſſue. 

The character of Shakſpeare, as a man, is beſt ſeen 
in his writings: but ſince Ben Fenſon has made a ſort 
of an eſſay towards it in his Diſcoveries, J will give it 
in his words : 

„ I remember the players have often mentioned it 
as an honour to Sha#ſpeare, that in writing, whatſoever 
he penned, he nevet blotted out a line. My anſwer 
had been, Mould he had blotted a thouſard ! which they 
thought a malevolent ſpeech, I had not told poſterity 
this, but for their ignorance, who choſe that circum- 
ſtance to commend their friend by, wherein he moſt 
faulted; and to juſtify mine own candour : for I loved the 
man, and do honour his memory, on this fide idalatry, 
as much as any. He was indeed honeſt, and of an open 
and free nature; had an excellent fancy, brave notions, 
and gentle expreſiions, wherein he flowed with that fa- 
Cility that ſometimes it was neceſſary he ſhould be ſtop- 

d: ſufflaninandus erat, as Auguſtus ſaid of Haterius, 
His wit was in his own power; would the rule of it had 
been ſo too! Many times he fell into thoſe things which 
could not eſcape laughter; as when he faid in the perſon 
of Czſar, one ſpeaking to him, 


« Czſar, thou doſt me wrong;“ 
he replied, : 
« Cæſar did never wrong but with juſt cauſe :” 


and ſuch like, which were ridiculous. But he redeemed 
his vices with his virtues. There was ever more in 


him to be praiſed than to be pardoned.” 
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ADMIRATION. 
Aru tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpeQtacled to ſee him. Your prattling nurſe 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 
While ſhe chats him: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeſt lockram *bout her reechy neck, 
Clambering the walls to - him. Stalls, bulks, windows, 
Are ſmother'd up, leads fill'd and ridges hors'd, 
With variable complexions—all agreeing 
In earneſtneſs to ſee him: ſeld ſhown flamens 
Do preſs among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ſtation : our veil'd dames. 
Commit the war of white and damaſk in 
Their nicely gauded cheeks, to the wanton ſpoil 
Of Phæbut burning kiſſes : ſuch a pother, 
As if that whatſoever God who leads him 
Were flily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful poſture. Coriolanus, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


ADVERSITY, 


Sweet are the uſes of adverſity ; 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in its head. 
As You Like It, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


ADVICE, 
Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and ſucceed thy father 
In manners as in ſhape; thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire 1n thee, and thy goodneſs 
Siuare with thy birth-right! * all, truſt a few, 
To 


| 
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Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 


Rather in power than uſe; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key: be check'd for ſilence, 
But never tax'd for ſpeech. 
4 AlPs Well that Ends Well, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


ADVICE TO GIRLS. 


Beware of them, Diana! their promiſes, entice- 
ments, oaths, tokens, and all theſe engines of luſt, are not 
the things they go under: many a maid hath been ſeduced 
by them; and the miſery is, example, that ſo terribly ſhews 
in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that diſſuade 
ſucceſſion, but that they are limed with the twigs that 
threaten them, Ibid. A. z. SC. i. 


AFFECTION. 


— —- Poor Lord! is't I 
That chaſe thee from thy country, and expoſe 
'Thoſe tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-ſparing war? and is it I 
That drive thee from the ſportive court, where thou 
Waſt ſhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of ſmoky muſquets? O you leaden meſſengers, 
That ride upon the violent ſpeed of fire, 
Fly with falſe aim! move the ſtill piercing air, 
That ſings with piercing; do not touch my lord, 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there: 
Whoever charzes on his forward breaſt, 
I am the caitiff that do hold him to it: 
And though I kill him not, I am the cauſe 
His death was ſo effected. Better 'twere 
J met the rav'ning lion when he roar'd 
With ſharp conſtraint of hunger: better *twere 
That all the miſeries which Nature owes 
We:e mine at once. bid. A. 3. SC. J. 
Twas pretty, hong a plague, 
To ſee him every hour; to ſit, and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 
In our heart's table; heart too capable 
Of every line and trick of his ſweet favour! 
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But now he's gone; and my idolatrous fancy 
Muſt ſanctify his relics. Did. A. 1. Sc. 1. 


If I depart from thee, I cannot live ; 
1. And in thy ſight to die, what were it elſe, 
But like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap ? 
Here could I breathe my ſoul into the air, 


ce. As mild and gentle as the cradle babe 

not! Dying with mother's dug between its lips. 

ed Henry VI. Part II. A. 4. Sc. g. 
18 AFFLICTION. 

* eo, no, no, no! come, let's away to priſon; 


We two alone will ſing like birds i“ th' cage. 
When thou doſt aſk my bleſſing, I'll kneel down 
And aſk of thee forgiveneſs. So we'll live, 

And pray, and ſing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies ; and hear poor rogues 

Talk of court news: and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's out ; 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, 

As if we were God's ſpies. And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd priſon, packs and ſects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. X Lear, A. 5. Sc. 5. 


ALLEGIANCE. 
Though perils did | 
Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in forms more horid ; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock againſt the chiling flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. Henry VII. A. 3. Sc 


o 


AMBITION. 
Nay, then, farewell! 
. J. Poe touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatne:; ; 
And from that full 3 of my glory, | 
I haſte now to my ſetting. I ſhall fall, | 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, | 
And no man ſee me more. a As %e 36. 


——_—_" ; a common proof, 
Du That lowlineſs is young Ambition's ladder, | 
B 2 Vher-to 


/ 
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Whereto the climber upwards turns his face; 
| But when he once attains the utmoſt round, 
| He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
| Looks in the clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
| By which he did aſcend. Julius Caeſar, A. 2. Sc. 1 


Why, then I do but dream on ſov'reignty, 

Like one that ſtands upon a promontory, 

And ſpies a far-off ſhore where he would tread, 

Wiſhing his foot were equal with his eye, 

And chides the ſea that ſunders him from thence, 

Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way. | 
Henry VI. Part III. A. 3. Sc. 3. 


h, S:il:us, Silias, 
I've done enough. A lower place, note well, 
May make too great an act: for, learn this, Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 


Acquire too high a fame, when he we ſerve's away. 
Ant. and Cleop. A. 3. Sc. I. 


AMBITIOUS LOVE, 


It were all one 
That I ſhould love a bright particular ſtar, 
And think to wed it; he is ſo above me; 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Mutt I be comforted, not in his ſphere. 
Th' ambition in my love thus plagues itſelf; 
The hind that bes, be mated by the lion, 
Muſt die for love. Al, Well that Ends Well, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


ANARCHY. 


My ſoul akes 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither ſupreme, how ſoon confuſion 
May enter *twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other, Coriolanus, A. 3. SC. 1. 


ANGER, 


Stay, my Lord! 
And let your reaſon with your choler queſtion 


What 'tis you go about. To climb ſteep hills 
Requires flow pace. Anger is like | 
A full 
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A full hot horſe, who being allow'd his way, 

Self-mettle tires him. | 

Be to yourſelf 

As you would to your friend—— 
Henry VIII. A. 1. Sc. 1. 


Anger's my meat ; I ſup upon myſelf; 
And ſo ſhall ſtarve with feeding. 


— ſſ:—— — 


Coriolanus, A. 4. Sc. 2. 


O, Caſſius, you are yoked with a lamb, 

That carries anger as the flint bears fire; 

Who, much he aa ſhows a haſty ſpark, 

And ſtraiglit is cold again. Julius Cæſar, A. 4. Sc. 3. 


What ſudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it ? 

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 

Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chafed lion 

Upon the daring huntſman that has gall him; 

Then makes him nothing. Henry VIII. A. 3. SC. 4. 


ANTONY. 


( Cleopatra's Character of him.) 
His face was as the heavens ; and therein ſtuck 
A ſun and moon, which kept their courſe, and lighted 
The little O, the earth. 
His legs beſtrid the ocean: his rear'd arm 
Creſted the world: his voice was property'd 
As all the tuned ſpheres, and that to friends ; 
But, when he meant to quail and ſhake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no winter in't,—an autumn 'twas, 
That grow the more by reaping. His delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they ſhew'd his back hors 
The element they liv'd in. In his living 
Walk'd crowns and crownets ; realms and iſlands 
Were as plates dropt from his pocket. 
If there be, or ever were, one ſuch, 
"Tis paſt the ſize of dreaming. Nature wants ſtuff 
To vie ſtrange forms with fancy ; yet to imagine 
An Antony, were Nature's piece *gainſt fancy, 
Condemning ſhadows quite. 

and Cleopatra, A. 5. Sc. laſt. 
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APOTHECARY. 


do remember an apothecary, 
And hereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted gh. 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 

Culling of ſimples: meagre were his looks; 

Sharp miſery had worn him to the bones ; 


And in his needy _ a tortoiſe hung, Or 
An alligator ſtuft, and other ſkins Fo 
Of ill-ſhap'd fiſhes ; and about his ſhelves Ar 
A beggarly account of empty boxes; 80 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and muſty ſce ds, W. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſcs, Be 
Were thinly icatter'd to make up a ſhow. Or 
Noting this penury, to myſelf I ſaid, Be 


And it a man did need a poiſon now, 
; Whoſe ſale is preſent death in Mantua, 


Here lives a caitiff wretch would ſell it him. = 
Oh, this ſame thought did but forerun my need, w 
And this ſame needy man mult ſell it me. v 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 1. Sc. 1. I 
W 
APPARITION. Fr 
J have heard, but not believ'd, the ſpirits o'th* dead Cc 
May walk again: if ſuch thing be, thy mother G: 
Appear'd to me laſt night; for ne'er was dream N. 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, At 
Sometimes her head on one fide, ſome another; Su 
J never ſaw a veſſel of like ſorrow, A 
So fill'd, and ſo becoming. In pure white robes, T. 
Like very Sanctity, ſhe did approach W 
My cabin where I lay; thrice bow'd before me, 
And gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech, her eyes : 
B came two fro2uts, The fury ſpent, anon 
Did this break from her: * Good Autigonus, A. 
«« Since fate, againſt thy better diſpoſition, A: 
ach made thy perſon for the thrower out D. 
*« Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, Be 
« Places remote enough are in Bohemia, I; 
„There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the babe T. 
s counted loſt for ever and for ever, Perdita, In 
I pr'ythee, call't. For this ungentle buſineſs, A 
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« Put on thee by my Lord, thou ne'er ſhalt ſee 
« Thy wife Paulina more.” — And ſo with ſhrieks 


She melted into air, The Winter's Tale, A. 3. 


APPEARANCES. 


Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor; 

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich: 

And, as the ſun breaks through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Becauſe his feathers are more beautiful? 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Becauſe his painted kin contents the eye ? 


SC. 3. 


| 


| 


{ 


The Taming of the Shrew, A. 4. SC. 3. 


Oh, how haſt thou with jealouſy infected 
The ſweetneſs of afiance ? Shew mendutiful ? 


Why ſo didſt thou, Or ſeem they | ett and learn'd 


Vhy ſo didſt thou. Come they of noble family:? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they religious? 

Why ſo didſt thou. Or are they ſpare in diet, 
Free from groſs paſſion, or of mirth or anger, 
Conſtant in ſpirit, not ſwerving with the blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt compliment, 
Not working with the eye without the ear, 

And but in purged judgment truſting neither ? 
Such, and fo finely boulted, didſt thou feen;, 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark the full fraught man, the beſt endu'd, 


With ſome ſuſpicion, He. ur V. A. 2. 


; APPLAUSE, 

Such a noiſe aroſe 
As the ſnrouds make at ſea in a ſliff tempeſt, | 
As loud, and to as many tunes, Hats, cloaks, | 
Doublets, I think, flew up; and, had their faces 
Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
I never ſaw before. Great-belly'd women, | 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would ſhake the preſs, 
And make 'em reel before ow No man living 
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SC. 3. 


Could 
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Could ſay, this is my wife, there all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece, Henry VIII. A. 4. Sc. 1. 


APPREHENSION. 


Believe me, Sir, had I ſuch venture forth, 

The better part of my affections would 

Be with my hopes abroad. I ſhould be ſtill 

Plucking the graſs, to know where fits the wind ; 
Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads: 

And every object that might make me fear 

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 

Would make me fad. The Merchant of Venice, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


ARMY ROUTED. 


Lo blame be to you, Sir, for all was loſt, 
But that the heavens fought. The king himſelf 
Of his wings deſtitute, . army broken, | 
And but the backs of Britons ſeen; all flying 
Through a ftrait lane, the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with ſlaught'ring, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do't, ſtruck down 
Some mortally, ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Merely through fear, that the ſtrait paſs was damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame, Cymbeline, A. 5. SC. 2. 


ART AND NATURE. 


Nature 1s made better by no mean, 
But Nature makes that mean : 1 over that Art 

Which, you ſay, adds to Nature, is an Art 

That Nature makes. You ſee, ſweet maid, we marry 

A gentler ſcyon to the wildeſt ſtock; 

And make conceive a bark of baſer kind 

By buds of nobler race. This is an Art 

Which does mend Nature, change it rather; but 

Tie Art itſelf is Nature. The Winter's Tale, A. 4. SC. 3. 


ASTROLOGY RIEIDICULED, 


This is the excellent foppery of the world, that, when we 
are ſick in fortune on the ſurfeits of our behaviour) we 
make guilty of our diſaſters the ſun, the moon, and the ſtars; 


As 


* 
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as if we were villains on neceſſity; fools, by heavenly com- 
pulſion ; knaves, thieves, and treachers, by ſpherical pre- 
dominance; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an inforced 
obedience of planetary influence; and all that we are evil in, 
by a divine thruſting-on. An admirable evaſion of whore- 
maſter man, to lay his goatiſh diſpoſition on the charge of a 
ſtar! My father compounded with my mother under the 
Dragon's tail, and my nativity was under Ur/a major ; fo 
that it follows, I am rough and lecherous. I ſhould have 
been what I am, had the maidenlieſt ſtar in the firmament” 
twinkled on my baſtardizing. King Lear, A. 1. Sc. 3. 


AUTHORITY. 


— Could great men thunder 

As Jove himſelf does, Jowe would ne'er be quiet; 
For every pelting, petty officer 

Would uſe his heaven for thunder; 

Nothing but thunder. Merciful heav'n! 

Thou rather with thy ſharp ſulphureous bolt 
Splitt'ſt the unwedgable and gnarled oak, 

Than the ſoft myrtle. O, but man! proud man! 
Dreſt in a little brief authority, 

Moſt ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur'd, 

His glaſſy eſſence, like an angry ape, 

Plays ſuch fantaſtic tricks before high heav'n, 

As makes the angels weep; who, with our ſpleens, 
Would all themſelves laugh mortal. 


Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 2. Sc. 4. 
Thou haſt ſeen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar, 


And the creature run from the cur; there, 
There, thou might'ſt behold the great image of authority 
A dog's obey'd in office - 
Thou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand: 
Why doſt thou laſh that whore?—Strip thy own back: 
Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind 
For which thou whipp'ſt her.— The uſurer hangs the coz'ner. 
— Through tatter'd clothes ſmall vices do appear; 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate fin with gold, 
And the ſtrong lance of juſlice hurtleſs breaks; 
Arm it in rags—a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. 

5 King Lear, A. 4. Se. 6. 
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BANISHMENT, 


All places that the eye of heaven viſits 

Are to a wiſe man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy neceſſity to reaſon thus: 

There is no virtue like neceſſity. 

Think not the king did baniſh thee, 

But thou the king. Woe doth the heavier fit, 
Where it perceives it 1s but faintly borne. 
Go fay, I ſent thee forth to purchaſe honour, 
And not the king exil'd thee. Or ſuppoſe 
Devouring peſtilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a freſher clime. 

Look what thy ſoul holds dear, imagine it 


To lie that way thou go'ſt, not whence thou com'ſt. 
* 8 


Suppoſe the ſinging birds, muſicians; 


The graſs whereon thou tread'ſt, the preſence floor; 


The flowers, fair ladies; and thy ſteps, no more 
Than a delightfal meaſure, or a dance: 

For gnarled ſorrow hath leſs pow'r to bite 

The man that mocks at it, and ſets it Tight. 


King Richard 11. A. 1. SC. 


BASTARD Ys 


Thou, Nature, art my goddeſs; to thy law 

My ſervices are bound: wherefore ſhould 1 

Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 

The courteſy of nations to deprive me, 

For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moonſhines 
Lag of a brother? Why baford? wherefore bu/e ? 
When my dimenſions are as well compact, 

My mind as gen'rous, and my thape is true, 

As honeſt Madam's iſſue? Why brand they us 
With baſe, with baſeneſs, baſtardy, baſe, baſe, 
Who, in the luſty ftealth of nature, take 

More compoſition and fierce quality, 

Thau doth, within a dull, ftale, tired bed, 

Go to creating a whole, tribe of fops, 


Got *tween a-ilcep and wake? King Lear, A. 1. Sc. 


BATCHELOR'S RESOLUTION. 


do much wonder that one man, ſeeing how much another 
man is a foo! when he dedicates his behaviour to love, will, 
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after he hath laugh'd at ſuch ſhallow follies in others, Lecome 
the argument of his own ſcorn, by falling in love: and ſuch a 
man is Claudio. I have known when there was no muſic with 
him but the drum and the fife ; and now had he rather hear the 
tabor and the pipe: I have known when he would have walked 
ten miles afoot to ſee a good armour; and now will he he ten 
nights awake, carving the faſhion of a new dovblet. He was 
wont to {peak plain, and to the purpoſe, like an honeſt man 
and a ſoldier; and now is he turned orthographer; his words 
are a very fantaſtical banquet, juſt ſo many ſtrange diſhes. May 
be ſo converted, and fee with theſe eves? I cannot tell; 1 
think not; I will not be ſworn, but Love muy transform me to 
an oyſter ; but Il take my oath on it, till he have made an 
oyſter of me, he ſhall never make me ſuch a fool. One wo- 
man is fair; yet I am well: another is wite; yet I am well: 
but till all graces be in one woman, one woman ſhall not 
come in my grace. Rich ſhe ſhall be, that's certain; wile, 
or I'll none; virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her; fair, or I'll 
never look on her; mild, or come not ncar me; noble, or not 
I for an angel; of good diſcourſe, an excellent muſician, and 
ker hair ſhall be of what colour it pleaſes God. 

| Much Ate about Nothing, A 2. Sc. 3. 


BATCHELOR'S RECANTATION. 


I did never think to marry:— I muſt not ſeem proud: 
happy are they that hear their detractions, and can put them 
to inending. They ſay, the lady is fair; 'tis a truth, I can 
bear them witneſs: and virtuous; —*tis ſo, I cannot reprove 
it: and wiſe—but for loving me: By my troth, it is no ad- 
dition to her wit; nor no great argument of her folly; for I 
will be horribly in love with her.— I may chance have ſome 
odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, becauſe J 
have railed fo long againſt marriage: but doth not the ap- 
petite alter? A man loves the meit in his youth, that he 
cannot endure in his age :;—ſhall quips and ſentences, and 
theſe paper bullets of the brain, awe a man from the carcer 
of his humour? No: the world mult be peopled. When 1 
ſaid I would die a batchelor, 1 did not think I ſhould live 
WI I. were married. Ibid. 
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BAWD. 


'The evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Doſt thou but think 
What *tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
From ſuch a filthy vice? Say to thyſelf, 
From their abominable and beaſtly touches 
I drink, I eat, array myſelf, and live. 
Canſt thou believe thy living is a life? 
So ſtinkingly depending! Go, mend! mend! 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


BEAUTIFUL Bor. 


— dear lad, believe it; 
For they ſhall yet belie thy happy years, 
That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is, as the maiden's organ, ſhrill and ſound; 
Aud all is ſemblative a woman's * 


welfth Night, A. 2. Sc. 4. 


BEAUTY. 


There's nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a temple: 
If the ill ſpirit have ſo fair a houſe, 
Good things will ftrive to dwell with't. 
Tempeſt, A. 1. SC. 2. 


Beauty provoketh thieves ſooner than gold. 
As You Like It, A. 1. SC. 3. 


Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 

| Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on. 
Lady, you are the cruelleit ſhe alive, 

| If you will lead theſe graces to the grave, 

| And leave the world no copy. 


Twelfth Night, A. 1. Sc. 5, 


Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
| Not utter'd by baſe ſale of chapman's tongues. 


| Lowe's Labour Left, A. 2. SC. 1. 


| O, ſhe doth teach the torches to burn bright ! 

f Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, 

| Like 
| 
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Like a rich jewel in an Æthiqp's ear; 
Beauty too rich for uſe, for earth too dear. 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 1. Sc. 4. 


BEDLAM BEGGAR, 
——— Whiles I may *ſcape, 

I will preſerve myſelf, and am bethought 
To take the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſhape, 
That ever Penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beaſt. My face I'll grime with filth; 
Blanket my loins ; elfe all my hair in knots ; 
And with preſented nakedneſs, out- face 
The winds and perſecutions of the ſky, 
The country gives me proof and precedent. 
Of bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike, in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms, 
Pins, waoden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary ; 
And with this Lottie object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, ſheep-cots, and mills, 
Sometumes with lunatic bans, ſometimes with prayers, 
luſorce their charity. King Lear, A. 2. Sc. 8. 


BEN EVOLENCE. 


Oh, you Gods! think I, what need we have any friends 
if we ſhould never have need of em? They would woſt re- 
ſemble ſweet inſtruments hung up in caſes, that keep their 
ſounds to themſelves. Why, 1 have oft wiſh'd myſelf poorer, 
that I might come nearer to you. We are born to do benefits, 
And what better or properer can we call our own, than the 
riches of our friends? O, what a precious comfort ?tis to 
have ſo many, like brothers commanding one another's. for- 
tunes! O joy, c'en made away ere't can be born; mine eyes 
cannot hold water. I drink to =_ 


Timon of Athens, A. I. SC. 5, 


BLESSING, 
May he live 
Lonver than J have time to tell his years! 
Ever helov'd and loving may his rule be! 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Googueſs and he fill up one monument! 
King Henry VIII. A. 2. Sc. 2. 


14 The Beauties of Shakspeare. 


BLUNTNESS., 
— ——— This is ſome fellow, 

Who, having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect 
A ſaucy roughneſs; and conſtrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he ! 
An honeſt mind and plain, he muſt ſpeak truth; 
An they will take it, ſo; if not, he's plain. 
"Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainneſs 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
'Than twenty filly ducking obſervants, 
That ſtretch their duties nicely. King Lear, A. 2. Sc. 6. 


BRAGG ARTS. 


I know them, yea, 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoſt ſcruple: 
Scambling, out-facing, faſhion-mong'ring boys, 
That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and ſlander, 
Go antickly, and ſhow an outward hideouſneſs, 
And ſpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durſt; 


And this 1s all. Much Ado about Nothing, A. 5. SC. 4. 


What art thou? Have not I 

Anarm as big as thine? a heart as big ? 

Thy words, l grant, are bigger: for I wear not 

My dagger in my mouth, Cymbeline, A. 4. SC. 3. 


BRUTUS. 


This was the nobleſt Roman of them all; 

All the conſpirators, ſave only he, 

Did that they did in envy of great Cæſar; 
He only, in a generous, honeſt thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle; and the elements 

So mix'd in him, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the world, 2 his vas a mar /! 


Julius Cæſar, A. 5. Sc. laſt. 


CALUMNY, 


No might nor greatneſs in mortality 
% © * — 
Can cenſure ſcape: back- wounding Calumny 
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The whiteſt virtue ſtrikes. What king ſo ſtrong 
Can tie the gall up in the ſland'rous tongue ? 


Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


Be thou as chaſte as ice, as pure as ſnow, 
Thou ſhalt not eſcape calumny. Hamlet, A. 3. Sc. 1. 


CAPRICE. 


Men are April when they woo, December when they 
wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the ſky 
changes when they are wives: I will be more jealous of thee 
than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen; more clamorous 
than a parrot againſt rain; more new-fangled than an ape; 
mSre giddy in my defires than a monkey. 1 will weep for 
nothing, like Diana in the fountain; and I will do that, when 
you are diſpoſed to be merry : I will laugh like a hyena, and 
that when you are inclined to ſleep. 

As you like It, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


CAUTION. 
——- Hear you me, ca, 
Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile ſqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife, 
Clamber not you up to the caſements then, 
Nor thruſt your head into the public ſtreet, 
To gaze on Chriſtian fools with varniſh'd faces; 
But ſtop my houſe's ears; I mean my caſements : 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow foppery enter 
My ſober houſe. {he Merchant of Venice, A. 2. Sc. 5. 


Oh, Buckingham! beware of yonder dog, 
Look, when he fawns he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death. 
Have not to do with him; beware of him. 
Sin, death, and hell have ſet their marks upon him, 
And all their miniſters attend on him. | 
Richard III. A. 1. Sc. 3. 


It is the bright diy that brings forth the add r, 
Aud that craves wary walking. 
Julius Ca ſar, A. 2. SC. 1. 


Think him as a ſerpent's egg. 


Which 
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Which hatch'd would in his kind grow miſchievous, 
And kill him in the ſhell. ulius Ceſar, A. 2. Sc. 1, 


CEREMONY, 


| Nay, my lords, ceremony 
Was but devis'd at firſt 
To ſet a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere *tis ſnown; 
But where there 1s true — there needs none. 
imon of Athens, A. 1. SC. 2. 


CHALLENGE, 


=— — Tell your nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praiſe of Harry Percy by my hopes, 
(T his preſent 3 ſet off his head) 
do not think a braver gentleman, 
More active valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter age with noble deed. 
For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry ;; 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me too. 
Vet this before my father's majeſty : = 
I am content that he ſhall take the odds 
Of his great name and eſtimation, 
And will, to ſave the blood on either ſide, 
Try fortune with him 1n a fingle fight. 

Henry IV. Part I. A. 5. Sc. 1. 


In my ſchool-days, when I had loſt one ſhaft, 

I ſhot his fellow of the ſelf- ſame flight 

The ſelf-ſame way, with more adviſed watch 
To find the other forth; by vent'ring both, 

I oft found both. 1 urge this childhood proof, 
Becauſe what follows is pure innocence. 

] owe you much, and, like a wilful youth, 
That which i owe is loit ; but if you pleaſe 
To ſhoot another arrow that ſame way 


Which you did ſhoot the firſt, 1 do not doubt, 
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A; Iwill watch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully reſt debtor for the 2 
The Merchant of Venice, A. 1. Se. 1. 


CHARM DISSOLVED. 


The charm diſſolves apace; 

And as the morning ſteals upon the night, 

Melting the darkneſs, ſo their rifing ſenſes 

Begin to chace th' ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reaſon. The Tempeſt, A. 5. Sc. 1. 


CHASTITY., 


Were I under the terms of death, 

Th' impreſſion of keen whips I'd wear as rubies, 

And ſtrip myſelf to death, as to a bed 

That longing I've been ſick for, ere I'd yield 

My body up to ſhame. Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 2. SC. 3. 


My chaſtity's the jewel of our houſe, 

Bequeathed down from many anceſtors; 

Which were the greateſt obloquy i“ th* world 

In me to loſe. Al's Well that Ends Well, A. 4. Sc. 2. 


The noble ſiſter of Publicola, 

The moon of Rome, chaſte as the icicle 

That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 

And hangs on Dian's temple. Coriolanus, A. 5. Sc. 3. 


CHEERFULNESS. 

Let me play the fool. —- 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 

And let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why ſhould a man, whoſe blood is warm within, 

dit like his grandſire cut in alabaſter ? 

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 

By being peeviſh ? The Merchant of Venice, A. 1.SC. 1. 


CLEOPAT RA. 
( Her Character.) 


Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtom ſtale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
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The appetites they feed, but ſhe makes hungry 
When moſt ſhe ſatisfies, Antony and Cleopatra, A. 2. Sc. 2. 


Cleopatra's /ailing down the River Cydnus. 
'The barge ſhe fat in, like a burniſh'd throne, 


Burnt on the water: the poop was beaten gold, Cr 
Purple the fails, and ſo perfumed that Fi 
The winds were love-fick with them; th' oars were ſilver, U 
Which to the tune of flutes kept ſtroke, and made W. 
The waters which they beat to follow faſter, Ot 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her own perſon; Ve 
It beggar'd all deſcription: ſhe did lie * 
In her pavilion (cloth of gold, of tiſſue) W 
O'erpicturing that Venus, where we ſee - 


The fancy outwork Nature: on each fide her 


Stood pretty dimpled boys, like ſmiling Cupid, J 
With diverſe-colour'd fans, whoſe wind did ſeem T 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 1 
And what they undid,—did. S 

Her gentlewomen, like the Nere:ds, D 
So many mermaids, tended her i' ch' eyes, bh 


And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A ſeeming mermaid ſteers ; the filken tackles 
Swell with the touches of thoſe flower-ſoft hands 


That yarely frame the office. From the barge v 
A ſtrange inviſible perfume hits the ſenſe ( 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cat 0 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, A 
Enthron'd in the market-place, did fit alone, T 
Whiſtling to the air, which, but for vacancy, 5 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, f 
And made a gap in Nature, 1 

Cleopatra's ſuppoſed Death. C 
Death of one perſon can be paid but once, 1 
And that ſhe has diſcharged. What thou wouldſt do, R 
Is done unto thy hand. The laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was Antony! moſt noble Antony / 1 
Then in the midſt a tearing groan did break I 


The name of Axtony ; it was divided 


Between 
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getween her heart and lips: ſhe rendered life, 
Thy name ſo buried in her. Antony and Cleopatra, A. 4. Sc. 11. 


COMMONWEALTH OF BEES. 


So work the honey bees; 

Creatures, that by a rule in nature teach 

The art of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king, and officers of ſort ; 

Where ſome, like magiſtrates, correct at home; 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like ſoldiers, armed in their ſtings, 

Make boot upon the ſummer's velvet duds, 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent royal of their emperor, 

Who buſy'd in his majeſty, ſurveys 

The ſinging maſon building roofs of gold; 

The civil citizens kneading up the honey; 

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 

Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate; 

The ſad-ey'd juftice, with his ſurly hum, 
Deliv'ring o'er to executor's pale 

The lazy yawning drone. King Henry V. A. 1. Sc. 2. 


COMPASSION. 


O! I have ſuffer'd 

With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer : a brave veſlel 

(Who had, no doubt, ſome noble creatures in her) 

Daſh'd all to pieces. O! the cry did knock 

Againſt my very heart: poor ſouls, they periſh'd ! 

Had I been any god of pow'r, I would 

Have ſunk the ſea within the earth, or ere 

It ſhould the good ſhip ſo have ſwallow'd, and 

The freighting ſouls within her. The Tempeſt, A. 1.SC. 2. 


O, my dear father! Reſtoration, han 

Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy rev'rence made 

Had you not been their father, theſe white flakes 
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 


To 
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To be expos'd againſt the warring winds ? 

To ftand againſt the deep dread-bolted thunder? 

In the moſt terrible and nimble ſtroke 

Of quick, croſs lightning? To watch (poor perdu!) 
With this thin helm? Mine enemy's dog, ; 
Though he had bit me, ſhould have ſtood that night 
Againſt my fire. And waſt thou fain, poor father! 
To hovel thee with ſwine, and rogues forlorn, 

In ſhort and muſty ſtraw ? Alack! alack ! 

*Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once, 


Had not concluded all. King Lear, A. 4. SC. ). 


COMPLAINT, 
For whilſt I think I am thy 'd wife, 
And thou a prince, be 0 of this land ;. 
Methinks, I ſhould not thus be led along, 
Mail'd up in ſhame, with papers on my back ; 
And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 
To ſee my tears, and hear my deep-fetch'd groans. 
The ruthleſs flint doth cut my hes feet ; 
And when I ſtart, the cruel people laugh, 
And bid me be adviſed how I tread. 
Ah! Humphry, can I bear this ſhameful yoke ? 
Trow'ſ thou, that e'er I'II look upon the world, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the ſan ? 
No, dark ſhall be my light, and night my day. 
To think upon my pomp ſhall be my hell. 
Sometime I'll ſay, I am Duke Humphry's wife, 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land: 
Yet ſo he rul'd, and ſuch a prince he was, 
That he ſtood by, whilſt I, th forlorn ducheſs, 
Was made a wonder and a pointing-ſtock 
To every idle, raſcal follower. 


Henry VT. Part II. A. 2. Sc. 7. 


Accurſed and unquiet wrangling days ! 

How many of you have mine eyes beheld! 

My hufbaad loſt his life to get the crown: 

And often up and down my ſons were toſt, 

For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loſs ; 


And 
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And being ſeated, and domeſtic broils 


Clean over-blown, themſelves the conquerors 
Make war upon themſelves, blood againſt blood, 
Self againſt ſelf, O moſt prepoſterous 

And frantic outrage ! end thy damned ſpleen ; 


Or let me die, to look on death no more. 
King Richard III. A. 2. Sc. 5. 


CONCEALED LOVE. 


dhe never told her love; 
But let concealment, like a worm i' th' bud, 
Feed on her damaſk cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought; 
And with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She fat, like Patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief, Twelfth Night, A. 2. Sc. 3. 


CONCEITED MAN. 


Our court, you know, is haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spar ; 
A man in all the world's new faſhion planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in his brain; 
One, whom the muſic of his own vain tongue 
Doth raviſh, like inchanting harmony ; 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 
Have choſe as umpire of their mutiny. 
Lowe's Labour Left, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


CONFIDENCE. 


A thouſand hearts are great within my boſom, 
Advance our ſtandards; ſet upon our fees ! 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George, 
Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them! Victory ſits on our helm. 
f King Richard III. A. 5. Se. 7. 


CONFUSION OF MIND, 


———Y ou have bereft me of all words, 
Only my blood ſpeaks to you in my veins | 
And 
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And there is ſuch confuſion in my pow'rs, 

As, after ſome oration fairly ſpoke 

By a beloved prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleaſed multitude ; 

Where every ſomet * blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, * of joy 
Expreſt and not expreſt. 


The Merchant of Venice. A. 3. Se. 


CONJUGAL FIDELITY, 
Alas, Sir, | 
In what have I offended you? what cauſe 
Hath my behaviour given to your diſpleaſure, 
'That thus you mould mo to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me? Heaven witneſs, 
I've been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable, 
Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike ; 
Yea, ſubje& to your countenance, glad or ſorry 
As I ſaw it inclin'd. When was the hour 
Jever contradicted your deſire, | 
Or made it not mine too? Which of your friends 
Have I not ſtrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy? What friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave not notice 
He was from thence iſcharp'd ? Six, call to mind, 
'That I have been your wife, in this obedience 
283 of twenty years; and have been bleſt 

ith many children by you. If in the courſe 
And proceſs of this time you can report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine honour aught, 
My bond of wetting. or my love and duty, 
Againſt your ſacred perſon, in God's name, 
Jurn me away, and let the foul'ſt contempt 
Shut door upon me, and ſo give me up 


To th' ſharpeſt kind of juſtice, 


CONJUROR, 
They brought one Pirch, a hungry lean-fac'd villain, 


A mere 


Henry VIII. A. 2. Sc. b. 
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A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A thread-hare juggler, and a fortune teller; 

A needy, hollow-ey'd, ſharp-looking wretch ; 

A living dead man. This pernicious ſlave, 

Forſooth, took on him as a conjuror; 

And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulſe, 

And with no face, as 'twere, out-facing me, 

Cries out I was poſſeſt. The Comedy cf Errors, A. 5. 


CONSCIENCE. 

O, it is monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 
Methought the billows ſpoke, and told me of it: 
The winds did ſing it to me; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd | 
The name of Proſper : it did baſe my treſpaſs, | 
„Therefore my ſon i' th? ooze is bedded. 

The Tempeſt, A. 3. Sc. 3» N 


What ſtronger breaſt-plate than a heart untainted ? 
Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel juſt; 
And he but naked, though lock'd up in ſteel, 
Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice is corrupted. 
Henry VI. Part II. A. 3. Sc. 3. 


Give me another horſe ! hind up my wounds! 
Have mercy, Jeſ ! Soft; I did but dream, 
O coward Conſcience ! how doſt thou aMict me! 
The light burns blue Is it not dead midnight? 
Cold, fearful drops ſtand on my tremblin feſt, 
What do I fear? myſelf—there's none elle by ; 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am J. 
Is there a murderer here? No-—Yes, I am; 
Then fly —what! from myſelf? — Great reaſon Why ? 
Leſt I revenge—-What! Myſelf on myſelf? 
| love myſelf — Wherefore? For any good 
That I myſelf have done unto myſelf? 
O! no.—-Alas! J rather hate myſelf 

. for hateful deeds committed by myſelf, 
| am a villain, —Yet, I lie; I am not: 
Fool, of thyſelf ſpeak well. Fool, do not flatter, 
My conſcience hath a thouſand ſeyeral tongues, 


And 


ner 
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And every tongue brings in a ſeveral tale; 

And every tale condemns me for a villain! 
Perjury—perjury, in the higheſt degree 
Murder—itern murder, in the direſt degree 
All ſeveral ſins—all uſed in each degree 
Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty! guilty! 
I ſhall deſpair.—There is no creature loves me; 
And, if I die, no ſoul ſhall pity me.— 

Nay, wherefore ſhould they? ſince that I myſelf 
Find in myſelf no pity to myſelf. 


King Richard III. A. 5. Sc.; 


Conſcience is but a word that cowards uſe, 


Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 133d. A. 5. Sc.) 


CONSCIENCE STRUGGLING. 


The colour of the king doth come and go, 
Between his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like heralds *twixt two dreadful battles ſent : 
His paſſion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt break. 


King Jobn, A. 4. Sc. 2. 


CONSENT OF A FATHER, 


———- Methinks a father 
Is at the nuptial of his ſon, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the table: pray you, once more, 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable affairs? Is he not ſtupid 
With age and alt'ring rheums? Can he ſpeak? hear? 
Know man from man? diſpute his own eſtate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid? And, again, does nothing, 
But what he did being childiſh, 


The Winter's Tale, A. 2. Sc. 4 


CONSIDERATION, 
Confideration, hke an angel, came 
And whipt th' offending Adam out of him; 
Leaving his body as a Paradiſe, 
T'invelope and contain celeſtial ſpirits, 


King Henry V. A. 1. Sc. 1. 


CONSTANCY. 
I would have thee there, 'and here again, 


Ere 
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Fre 1 can tell thee what thou ſhouldſt do there, 

O conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my fide ! 

Set a huge mountain *tween my heart and tongue! 
I have a man's mind, buta woman's might. 

How hard it is for women to keep counlel ! 


Julius Ceſar, A. 2. Sc. 4 


—— O, good Tags / 

What ſhall I do to win my Lord again? 

Good friend, go to him; for by this light of heaven, 

I know not how I loſt him. — Here I kneel: 
lf e'er my will did treſpaſs ' gainſt his love, 
Either in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine cars, or any ſenſe, 
Delighted them in any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly divorcement—love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me! Unkindneſs may do much; 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my liſe, 
But never taint my love. I cannot fay—-Whore ; 
t does abhor me, now I ſpeak the word; 
To do the act that might the addition earn, 
Not the world's maſs of vanity could make me, 


Othel's, A. 4+ Sc. 2. 


CONTEMPLATION, 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence, 
do {weet is zealous contemplation. 


King Richard III. A. 3. Sc. 5. 


CONTENT. 
Verily, 
| ſwear, 'tis better to be lowly born, 
\nd Na with humble livers in content, 


Than to be perk'd up in a gliſtening grief, 
Al wear a golden ſorrow. Ileum VIII. A. 2. Se. 3. 


CONTENTION. 
—— Contention, like a horſe 
Tre e Ful! 
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Full of high feeding, madly hath broke looſe, 
And bears down all before him. 
Henry IV. Part II. A. 1. Sc. 


COUNSEL. 
Men 


— — 


Can counſel, and give comfort to that grief 


Which they themſelves not feel; but, taſting it, 

Their counſel turns to paſſion, which before 

Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter ſtrong madneſs with a ſilken thread, 

Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 

No, no; *tis all men's office to ſpeak patience 

To thoſe that wring under the load of ſorrow ; 

But no man's virtue, nor ſufficiency, 

To be ſo moral, when he ſhall endure 

The like himſelf: therefore give me no counſel ;_ 

My griefs cry louder than advertiſement. . 
Much Ado about Nothing, A. 5. Sc.! 


COUNTRY. LAGS. 


This is the prettieſt low-born laſs that ever 

Ran on the green-ſward ; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf, 

Too noble for this place. Ie Winter's Tale, A. 4. Sc.; 


COURAGE, 


By how much unexpected, by ſo much 
We muſt awake endeavour for defence ; 
For courage mounteth with occaſion. 
King John, A. 2. Sc. 


COURTIER, 


In his youth 

He had the wit which I can well obſerve 
To-day in our young lords; but they may jeſt, 
Till their own ſcorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour: 

Bo like a courtier, nor contempt or bitterneſs 
Mere in him; pride or — if there were, 
His equal had awak'd them; and his honour, 
Clock to itſelf, knew the true minute when 
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Exceptions bid him ſpeak ; and, at that time, 
His tongue dbey'd his hand. Who were below lin 
He us'd as creatures of another place, 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility, 
In their poor praiſe he humbled. Such a man 
Might be a copy to theſe younger times. 
All's Well that Ends Mell, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


COURTSHIP. 


Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You ſacrifice your tears, your ſighs, your heart: 
Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears 
Moiſt it again; and frame ſome feeling line 
That may diicover ſuch integrity: 
For Orpheus? lyre was ſtrung with poets“ ſinews, 
Whoſe golden touch could ſoften ſteel and tones, 
1 Make wyers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forſake unfounded deeps to dance on ſands. 
Aſter your dire lamenting elegies, 
Viſit by night your Jady's chamber-window 
With —— ſweet concert; to their inſtruments 
Tune a deploring dump: the night's dead filence 
Will well become ſuch ſweet complaining grievance. 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 
The 7wwo Gentlemen of Verona, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


N 


COWAR OD. 


I know him a notorious liar; 

Think him a great way fool, ſolely a coward : 

Yet theſe fix'd evils ſit fo fit in him, 

That they take place, when virtuc's ſteely bones 

Look bleak in the cold wind. Full oft we fee 

Cold Wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous Folly, 

Als Well that Ends Well, A. 1. SC. 1. 


COWARDICE, 


That which in mean men we intitle patience, 
s pale cold cowardice in noble breaſts, 
King Richard II. A. 1. Sc. 2. 
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COXCOMP, 


He did compliment with his dug before he ſuck'd it 
Thus he (and many more of the ſame breed that I know the 
droſſy age doats on) only get the tune of the time, and out- 
ward habit of encounter; a kind of yeſty collection, which 
carries them through and through the moſt fond and win- 
nowed opinions; and do but blow them to their trial, the 
bubbles are out. Hamlet, A. 5. Sc. 2, 


CROSSES IN LOVE, 


The courſe of true love never did run ſmooth; 
Or, if there were a ſympathy in choice, 
War, death, or ſickneſs did lay fiege to it, 
Making it momentary as a ſound, 
Swift as a ſhadow, ſhort as any dream, 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That (in a ſpleen) unfolds both heav'n and earth; 
And ere a man hath pow'r to ſay, Behold, 
The jaws of — do devour it up: 
So quick bright things come to confuſion. 
A Midfummer Night's Dream, A. 1. Sc. 1, 


CRUELTY, 


—— And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully; 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a carcaſe fit for hounds, 
And let our kcarts, as ſubtle maſters do, 
Stir up their ſervants to an act of rage, 
And after ſeem to chide them, Julius Caeſar, A. 2. Sc. 


DANGER, 


Dunger knows full well, 

That Cæſar is more dangerous than he: 

We were two lions litter'd in one day, 

And I the elder and more terrible, Ibid, A. 2. Sc. 4. 
Send danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 

So honour crols it from the North to South; 

an! let them grapple.— O! the blood more ſtirs 

To realſe a Lon than to ftart a hare. 

Hear; I. Part J. A. 1. Sc. 3. 


A ſcepttre 


Fx 


- 
+ + 
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a ſceptre, ſnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Mult be as boiſt'rouſly maintain'd as gain'd; 
aud he that Rtands upon a {ſlippery place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay him up. 
King Jil, A. 3. Sc. 4. 


The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the gentle Gay, 
Before the wheels of Phebus, round about 
Dapples the drowſy eaſt with ſpots of grey. 
Much Ado about Nothing, A. . Sc. 3. 


The ſilent hours ſteal on, 
And flaky darkneſs breaks within the eaſt. 
Richard III. A. 5. Sc. 4. 


DEATH, 


It were for me 

To throw my ſceptre at th” injurious Gods; 

To tell them that tis world did equal theirs, 

Til they had ſtol'n our jewel. AlPs but naught, 
Patience is ſottiſh, and impatience docs 

Become a dog that's mad. Then is it fin, 


Io ruth into the {ecret houſe of death, 


Ere death dare come to us? How do you, women? 
What, what? Good cheer! Why, how now, Charnian? 
My noble girls ?—Ah, women, women! look, 
Our lamp 1s ſpent, tis out - Good Sirs, take heart, 
We'll bury hin; and then what's brave, what's noble, 
Let's do it after the high Roman faſhion, 
And make death proud to take us. Come away ; 
This caſe of that huge ſpirit now is cold. | 
Antony aud Cleopatra, A. 4. Sc. 13. 


My deſolation does begin to make 

A better life; 'tis paltry to be Cz/ar : 

Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave, 

A miniſter of her will : and it is great 

Lo do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 

Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change; 

Which ſleeps, and never palates more the dung; 

The beggar's nurſe, and Ce/ar's. Ibid, A. 5. Se. 2. 
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I. in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not find Death, where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he ſtruck, Being an ugly monſter, 
"Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 
Siveet words; or hath more miniſters than we, 
That draw his knives i“ th' war. Cymbeline, A. 5. Sc, 


Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with ſteel ; 
The ſwords of fo!ld'ers are his teeth, his fangs: 
And now he fe:ſts, mouthing the fleſh of men, 
In undetermin'd diff *rences of kings. 
King John, A. 2. Sc. 


Death! death! oh amiable, lovely death! 

Thou odoriferous ſtench, ſound rottennels ; 

Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting night, 

Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 

And I will kiſs thy deteſtable bones, 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows, 

And ring theſe fingers with thy houſehold worms, 

And ſtop this gap of breath with fulſome duſt, 

And be a carrion monſter like thyſelf ; 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou ſmil'ſt, 

And kits thee as thy wife! Miſery's love, 

O come to me id, A. 3. Sc. 
Nothing in his life 

Became him like the leaving it: he died 

As one that had been ſtudied in his death, 

To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd 

As *twere a careleſs trifle. 


Oh, vanity of fickneſs! fierce extremes 

In their continuance will not feel themſelves. 

Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts, 

Leaves them: inviſible, his fiege is now 

Againſt the mind; the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of ftrange fantaſies, 

Which, in their throng and preſs to that laſt hold, 
Confound themſelves. King Jobn, A. 5. SC. 


Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 
The valiant never tatte of death but oace. 


% 


3. 


Macteth, A. 1. Sc. 4. 


7. 
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Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

t ſeems to me moſt ſtrange that men ſhould fear; 
deeing that death, a neceſſary end, 

Will come when it will come. Julius Cæſar, A. 2. Sc. 


Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off ſo many years of fearing death. Tb:id, A. 3. Sc. I. 


— 


DECETT. 


Ah! that deceit ſhould teal ſuch gentle ſhape, 


And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice ! : 
King Richard III. A. 2. Se. 


DECEPFTION. 


The world is ſtill deceiv'd with ornament. 

In law, what plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 

But, being ſeaſon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhew of evil? In religion, 

What damned error, but me fober brow 

Will bleſs it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the groſſneſs with fair ornament ? 

There is no vice ſo ſimple, but aſſumes 

Some mark of virtue on its outward parts. 

How many cowards, whoſe hearts are all as falſe 
As ſtairs of ſand, wear yet upon their chins 

The beards of Hercules and ra Mars, 

Who, inward ſearch'd, have livers white as milk! 
And theſe aſſume but valour's excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And you ſhall ſee tis purchas'd by the weight, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lighteſt that wear moſt of it: 

So are thoſe criſped ſnaky golden Iocks, 

Which make ſuch wanton gambols with the wind 
Upon ſuppoſed fairneſs, often known 

To be the dowry of a ſecond head, 

The ſkull that bred them in the ſepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled ſhore 

To a moſt dang'rous ſea ; the beauteous ſcarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty : in a word, 

The ſeeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wiſeſt. The Merchant of Venice, A. 3. SC. 1. 
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—ꝛ— — There's no art 
To find the mind's conſtruction in the face: 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An abſolute truſt, Macbeth, A. 1. Sc. . 


DEER WOUNDED, 
Lo- day my Lord of Amiens, and myſelf, 
Did iteal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whoſe antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood ; 
To the which place a poor ſequeſter'd ſtag, 
That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languiſh; and indeed, my Lord, 
The wretch'd animal heav'd forth ſuch proans, 
That their diſcharge did {tretch his e coat 
Almoſt to burſting; and the big round tears 


Cours'd one another down his innocent noſe Let 
In piteous chace ; and thus the hairy fool, For 
Much marked of the melancholy Jagues, Th 
Stood on th' extremeſt verge of the {wift brook, te. 
Augmenting it with tears. As you Like It, A. 2. Sc. 1. 
DEFORMITY, | 17 
Why, Love forſwore me in my mother's womb; De 


And, for I ſhould not deal in her ſoft laws, 
She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome bribe 
To ſhrink mine arm up like a wither'd ſhrub; 


To make an envious mountain on my back, - 
Where fits deformity to mock my body; T 


To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize; 
To diſproportion me in every part, 
Like to a chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp, 
That carries no impreſſion like the dam. 
And am I then a man to be belov'd ? D 
Oh monſtrous fault, to harbour ſich a thouglit ! 7 
Henry VT. Part III. A. 3. Sc. 2.1 
1 
[ 
] 


But I, that am not ſſiap'd for ſportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an am'rous looking-glaſs — 

I, that am rudely ſtampt, and want love's majeſty 

'To ſtrut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 8 
hens 
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heated of feature by diſſembling Nature; 
Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up; 
and that ſo lamely and unfaſhionably, 
hat dogs bark at me as I halt by them: 
Vhy I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to paſs away the time, 
ſales to ſpy my ſhadow in the ſun, 
And deſcant on mine own deformity. 
And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain theſe fair well-ſpoken days, 
[am determin'd to prove a villain, 
And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe days. 


* 


King Richard III. A. 1. Sc. 1, 
DELAY. 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward top ; 


For we are old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
Th' inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of Time 
Steals cre we can effect them. 
A, Well that En; Well, A. &. Sc. 2. 


Come have learn'd that fearful Commenting 
I: leaden ſervitor to dull Delay; 
Delay leads impotent and ſnail-pac'd, Beggary. 
RYehard 111. A. 4. Sc. z. 


DEPARTING DisFt aces. 


Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, 
Een in the inſtant of repair and health, 
The fit is ſtrongeſt: evils that take leave, 
In their departure moſt of all ſhew evil. 
a Klug John, A. z. Se. 3. 
DESPAIR. 


Do not repent theſe things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can ſtir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but deſpair. A thouſand knees, 
Ten thouſand years together, naked, taſting, 
Upon a barren mountain, and ſtill winter, 
In torm perpetual, could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wert. 
The Winter's Tule, A. 3. Sc. 2. 
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——— If thou didſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruel act, do but deſpair ; 
And if thou want'f a cord, the finalleſt thread 
'That ever o_ twiſted from her womb 


Will ſtrangle thee; a ruſh will be a beam 

To hang thee on: or, wouldſt thou drown thyſelf, 

Pat hut a little water in a ſpoon, 

And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 

Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villain up. 
King Jobn, A. 4. Sc. 3. 


Slave, I have ſet my life upon a caſt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the die. 

-—— ] think there be fix Richmonds in the field; 

Five have I ſlain to-day inſtead of him, 

——  - A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe ! 
King Richard III. A. 5. Sc. d. 


DESPERATION. 


I will to-morrow 

(And betimes I will) unto the weird Siſters ; 

More ſhall they ſpeak ; for now I'm bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt : for mine own good 
All cauſes ſhall give way. I am in blood 

Stept in ſo far, that, ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er, 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand; 
Which muſt be acted ere they may be ſcann'd. 


Macbeth, A. 3. Sc. 4 


What if it tempt you tow'rd the flood, my Lord; 

Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff, 

That beetles o'er his baſe into the ſea ; 

And there aſtume ſome other horrible form, 

Which might deprive your ſov'reignty of reaſon, 

And draw you into madneſs? Think of it. 

"The very place puts toys of deſperation, 

Without more motive, into every brain, 

"Chat looks ſo many fathoms to the ſea, 

And heurs it roar beneath, Hamlet, A. 1. Sc. 7. 


DESPOND: 


The Beauties of Shakspeare. 35 


DESPONDENCE. 
My ſpirits, as in a dream, are all bound up: 
My father's loſs, the weakneſs that I feel, 
The wreck of all my friends, and this man's threats, 
To whom I am ſubdued, are but light co me; 
Might I but through my priſon once a day 
Behold this maid : all corners elſe o' th? earth 
Let liberty make uſe of; ſpace enough 
Have I in ſuch a priſon. 7 he Tempeſ?, A. 1. S. 2. 


There's nothing in this world can make me joy ; 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowſy man. 
A bitter ſhame hath ſpoilt the ſweet world's taſte, 
That it yields noughe but ſhame and bitterneſs. 
King Jobn, A. 3. SC. 3. 
T have hiv'd long enough; my May of life 
Is tallen into the ſere, the yellow leaf: 
And that which ſhould accompany old-age, 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
] mutt not look to have; but, in their ſtead, 
Curſes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath 
Wich the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Macbeth, A. 5. SC. 3. 


Oh, San, thy upriſe ſha!l I ſee no more: 
Fortune and Antony part here; even here 
Do we ſhake hands—ull come to this - The hearts. 
That ſpaniel'd me at heels, to whom 1 gave 
Their wiſhes, do diſcandy, melt their {weets 
On bloſſoming Cæſar and this pine is bark'd, 
That over- topt them all. 
Antony and Cleopatra, A. 4. Sc. 10. 


DETESTATION OF THE VULGAR. 


You common cry of curs, whoſe breath I hate, 

As reek o' th' rotten fens ; whoſe loves | prize 

As the dead carcaſes of unburied men, 

That do corrupt my air; I baniſh you, 

And here remain with your uncertainty 

Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts ; 

Your encmics, with nodding 7 their ꝑlumes, 
C 


Fan 
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Fan you into deſpair. Have the pow'r ſtill 
To baniſh your defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance, which finds not till it feels, 
Making but reſervation of yourſelves, 

Still your own enemies, deliver you, 

As moſt abated captives, to ſome nation 


That won you without, blows ! Coriolanus, A. 3. Se. 6. 4 
{ 
DIGNITY. gu 
Had I ſo laviſh of my preſence been, * 
So common hackney'd in the ces of men, By 
So ſtale and cheap to vulgar company, 811 
Opinion, that did help me to the crawn, A 
Had ſtill kept loyal to poſſeſſion, i 
And left me in reputeleſs baniſhment, 
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood; 
But, being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 
But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at! | 
Taat men would tell their children, „This is he!“ V 
Others would ſiv, © Where? which is Beling relle?“ (; 
And then Ulole all courteſy from toaven, A 


And ure{d myſelf in much kuniiity, 

That I did phick allegiance from men's hearts, 
Loud ſhouts and ſalatations from their mouths, 
Even in the preſence of the crowned king. C 
Thus did I keep my perſon freſh and new; K 
My preſence, like a robe pontifical, k 
Ne'er ſeen but wonder*! at: and fo my ſtate, / 
Seldom, but ſumptucus, ſhowed like a teaſt, { 
Aud won by rareneſs ſech ſolemnity. | 
Ine tipping king, he ambled up and down 
With ſhallow jeſters, and rath bavin wits, 

Soon kindled and ſoon burnt ; 'ſcarded his Nate ; 
Mingled his royalty with carping fools ; 

Had Ins great name profaned with their ſcorns; 
And gave his countenance, againſt his name, 

To laugh with gybing boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardlefs vain comparative; 

Grew a companion to the common ſtreets; 
Enfeoff 'd lumiclf to popularity; 

That, being aily froallov'd by men's exes. 
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They ſurfeited with honey, and began 

To loathe the taſte of ſweetneſs ; whereof a little 

More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but, as the cuckow is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; ſeen, but with ſuch eyes 

Az, fick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on ſun-like majeſty, 

nen it ſhines ſeldom in admiring eyes; 

Bat rather drows'd, and hung their eye-lids down, 

Slept in his face, and render'd ſuch aſpect, 

A: cloudy men uſe to their adverſaries, 

hciag with his preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 
Henry IV. Part J. A. 3. SC. 4. 


DISCONTENT. 


know a diſcontented gentleman, 
Whoſe humble means match not his haughty mind: 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 
Richard III. A. 4. Sc. 2. 


DISEASES OF THE MIND. 


Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted ſorrow; 

Rage out the written troubles of the brain; 

Aud, with ſome ſwect oblivious antidote, 

Cleanſe the foul boſon of that perilous ſtuff 

Witch weighs upon che heart? Macbeth, A. 5. Sc. 3. 


DISGUISE, 
Dr iife, I fox thou art a wickedneſs 
Wi.ccin the pregnant enemy does much. 
{xwelfth Night, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


DISLIKE, 
= — — At ſirſt 
I fuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Duitt make tod bold a herald of my tongue: 
Vicre the impreſion of mine eye enfixing, 
Coaignpt his ſcornful perſpective did lend me, 


Which 


— 


— 
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Which ws the line of every other favour ; 
Scorn'd a fair colour, or expreſs'd it ſtol'n ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions 

To a moſt hideous object: thence it eame 

That ſhe whom all men prais'd, and whom myſelf, 


Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duft that did offend it. 


AlPs Well that Ends Well, A. 5. Sc. 2. 


DISSIMUL ATION, 


She's but the ſign and ſemblance of her honour : 
Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſhes here: 

O, what authority and ſhew of truth 

Can cunning fin cover itſelf withal ! 

Come: not that blood as modeſt evidence 

To witneſs ſimple virtue? Would you not ſwear, 
All you that ſee her, that ſhe were a maid, 

By theſe exterior ſhews ? But ſhe is none : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed; 

Her bluſh is guiltineſs, not modeſty. 


Much Ads about Nothing, A. 4. SC. „ 


Why, I can ſmile, and murder while I ſmile; 
And cry content to that which grieves my heart; 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears; 
And frame my face to all occaſious: 
I! drown mc: e {ailors than the meranuid ſhall ; 
Pl ſlay more gazers than the baftlilk ; 
Pl play the orator as well as NMeſter; 
Deccive more lily than Hs could, 
And like a Sven tale another Ticy; 
J can add colours cven to the camelion 3 
Change ſhapes with Proteus, for advantages; 
And ſet th' aſpiring Caziliie to ſehool. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 

Aug Heary VI Part III. A. 3.SC.2. 


DISTRACTION, 
As the wretch, whoſe fever-wenken'd joints 
Like ſtreagthleſo hinges buckle under lite, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms; een ſo my limbs, 
Weaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with grief, . 
Are 


\re 
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Are thrice themſelves. Hence, therefore, thou nice crutch ! 
A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſteel 

Muſt glove this hand: and hence, thou ſickly quoif! 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head 

Which princes, fluſh'd with conqueſt, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 

The rugged'it hour that time and ſpite dare brin 

To frown upon th' enrag'd Northumberland! 

Let heaven kiſs earth! Now let not Nature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confin'd! Let order die: 

And let this world no longer be a ſtage 

To feed contention in a lingering act: 

But let one ſpirit of the firſt-born Carr 

Reign in all boſoms; that each heart being ſet 

On bloody courſes, the rude ſcene may 1 


And darkneſs be the burier of the dead. 
Henry IV. Part II. A. 1. Se. 3. 


Doou's- DPA x. 


Our revels now are ended: theſe our actors, 
As J foretold you, were all ſpirits, and 

Are melted into air, into thin air; 

And, like the baſeleſs fabric of this viſion, 
The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The ſolemn temples, the great 2 elf, 
Yea, all which it inherit, ſhall diflolve ; 

And, like this unſubſtantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a wreck behind ! We are ſuch ſtuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 


Is rounded with a ſleep. The Tempeſt, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


DOUBT. 


Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes, 

Hearing applauſe and univerſal ſhout, 

Gildy in ſpirit, gazing ſtill in doubt, 

Whether thoſe peals of praiſe be his or no: 

So (thrice fair lady!) ſtand I, even ſo, 

As doubtful whether what I ſee be true, 

Until confirm'd, ſign'd, ratified by you. 

| The Merchant of Venice, A. 3. = — 
— D 
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——— he wound of peace is ſurety, 
Surety ſecure ; but modeſt doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wiſe ; the tent that ſearches 
To th' bottom of the worſt. 
Trelus and Creſſida, A. 4. Sc. 3. 


DOVER CLIFF. 


How fearful -— 

And dizzy *tis to caſt one's eyes ſo low! 

The crows and choughs, that wing the mid-way air, 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles : half-way down 
Hangs one that gathers ſamphire, dreadful trade! 
Methinks he ſeems no bigger than his head : 

The fiſhermen that walk upon the beach 

Appear like-mice : and yon tall anchoring bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for fight : the murmuring ſurge, 
That on th' unnumber'd idle pebbles chad, | 
Cannot be heard fo high. PIl look no more, 

Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient ſight 


Topple down lreadlong! King Lear, A. 4. Se. 6. 


DREAMS. 


O, then I ſee Queen Mab has been with you, 
She is the faines midwife ; and ſhe comes, 
In ſhape no bigger than an agate ſtone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noſes as they lie aſleep : 
Her waggon-ſpokes made of long ſpinners legs; 
The cover, of the wings of graſshoppers; 
The traces, of the ſmalleſt ipider's web 
The collars, of the moonſhine's wat'ry beams; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the laſh, of fil; . 
Her waggoner, a ſmall grey-coated gnat, 
Not halt ſo big as a round little worm 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid ; 
Her chariot is an empty hazel- nut, 
Made by the joiner e or old grub, 
Time out of mind the fairies coach-makers, 
And in tlüs ſtate ſhe gallops night by night 
Throurh 
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Through lovers“ brains, and then they dream of love; 
)n courtiers knees that dream on curt'fies ſtraight; 
Yer lawyers fingers, who ſtraight dream on fees: 
O'er ladies lips, who ſtraight on kiſſes dream; 
Vhich oft the angry Mab with bliſters plagues, 
Becauſe their breaths with ſweetmeats tainted are. 
Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a courtier's noſe, 

And then dreams he of ſmelling out a ſuit : 

und ſometimes comes ſhe with a tythe-pig's tail 
lickling a parſon's noſe as he lies aſleep ; 

then dreams he of another's benefice: 

dometimes ſhe driveth o'er a ſoldier's neck; 

and then dreams he of cuiting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spari bladcs, 

i heatchs ave fathom deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he flarts and wakes ; 
\nd being thus frighted, ſwears a prayer or two, 
And ſleeps again, This is that very lab 

at plats the mancs of horics in the night, 

And Cakes the elf-lock in foul fluttiſli hairs, 

V Inch once entangled much misfortune bodes. 
als is the hag, whea maids lie on their backs, 
that preſſes them, and learns them firſt to bear, 
Making them women of good carriage ; 

this is ſhe, 


Thus I talk of dreams, 

Which are the children of an idle brain, 

Eegot of nothing but vain phantalſy ; 

Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air; 

And more inconſtant than the wind, who wooes 

Eren now the frozen boſom of the North, 

And being anger'd puffs away from thence, 

Furning his face to the dew-dropping South. 

Romeo and Juliet, A. I. Sc. 4+ 


DRUNKARDS, 


—— T hcy were red-hot with drinking; 
Jo full of valour, that they ſmote the air 
ror breathing in their faces; beat the ground 
kor kiſſing of their feet; yet always bending 
towards their project. Then I beat my tabor, 


At. 
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At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their ears, 
Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their noles, 
As they ſmelt muſic, The Tempeſt, A. 4. SC. 1, 


DRUNKENNESS. 


Drunk! and ſpeak, parrot ? and ſquabhle? 
ſwagger? ſwear? and diſcourſe fuſtian with one's own ſha- 
dow ? O, thou inviſible ſpirit of wine, if thou haſt no name 
to be known by, let us call thee Devil! 


O that men ſhould put an enemy in their 
mouths, to ſteal away their brains! That we ſhould with 
joy, revel, pleaſure, and applauſe, transform ourſelves into 
caſts ! Ot bells, A. 2. Sc. z. 


DUELLIN S. 


Your words have took ſuch pains, as if they labour'd 
'To bring manſlaughter into form, ſet quarrelling 
Upon the head of Velour; which, indeed, 
Is valour miſbegot, and came into the world 
When ſects and factions were but newly born: 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 
The worſt that man can breathe, and make his wrongs 
His outſides ; to wear them like his raiment careleſsly, 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to has heart, 
To bring it into danger. | 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly *tis to hazard iife for ill! 

e Timon of Athens, A. 3. SC. 5. 


DUTY. 


Pray now, no more. My mother, 

Who has a charter to extol her blood, 

When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me, 

I've done as you have done; that's what I can; 

Induc'd as you have heen; that's for my country. 

He that has but effected his good-will 

Hath overta'en mine ack. Coriclanus, A. 1. Sc. 11. 


— 


DYING. 
He ſmil'd me in the face, gave me his hand, 
And with a feeble gripe, ſays, © Dear, my Lord, 
« Commend my ſervice to my ſovereign.” . 
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o did he turn, and over Szfo/f's neck 

e threw his wounded arm, and kiſs'd his lips; 

and, ſo eſpous'd to death, with blood he feal'd 

A teſtament of noble-ending love, 

he pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 
Thoſe waters from me, which I would have ſtopp'd; 

But I had not ſo much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. King Henry V. A. 4. Sc. 12. 


DYING INJUNCTIONS. 


They ſay, the tongues of dying men 

Inforce attention, like deep harmony: 

Where words are ſcarce, they're ſeldom ſpent in vain ; 

For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in pain. 

He that no more muſt ſay, is liſten'd more 

Thin they whom youth and eaſe have taught to gloſe; 

More are men's ends mark'd, than their lives before ; 

The ſetting ſun—and muſic in the clote, 

As the laſt taſte of ſweets is ſweeteit laſt, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long 2 
King Richard JJ. A. 2. Sc. 1. 


EARLY RISING, 


This morning, like the ſpirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins by times. 
Antony and Cleopatra, A. 4. SC. 1. 


EMBARRASSMENT, 


Where I have come, great clerks have purpoſed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ! 
Where I have ſeen them ſhiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midſt of ſentences, 
Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears, 
And, in concluſion, dumbly have broke off, 
1. Not paying me a welcome. Truſt me, ſweet, 
Out of this filence yet I pick'd a welcome; 
And in the modeſty of fearful duty 
| read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of ſaucy and audacious eloquence, 


Love, 


| 
' 
{ 
| 
| 
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Love, therefore, and tongue-tied ſimplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpeaks moſt to my capacity, 
Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 5. Sc. l, 


ENGLAND, 


hat pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 
Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 
And coops from other lands her iſlanders; 
F'en till that Exgland, hedg'd in with the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, ſtill ſecure 
And confident from foreign purpoſes — 
E'en till that utmoſt corner of the weſt, 
Salute thee for her king. King John, A. 2. Sc. 


This England never did, nor never ſhall, 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it firſt did help to wound itſelf, 
Now theſe her princes are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms, 
And we ſhall ſhock them !-Nought ſhall make us rue, 
If England to itſelf do reſt but true. 
King John, A. 5. Sc. 7. 


This royal throne of kings, this ſcepter'd iſle, 

This earth of majeſty, this ſeat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demi-Paradiſe, 

This fortreſs built by Nature for herſelf, 

Againſt infection, and the hand of war; 

This precious ſtone ſet in the filver ſea, 

Which ſerves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defenſive to a houſe, 

. the envy of leſs happier lands; 

This nurſe, this teeming womb of royal kings, 

Fear'd for their breed, and famous hy their birth, 

Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 

For chriſtian ſervice and true chivalry, 

As is the ſepulchre in ſtubborn Terry 

Of the world's ranſom, blefſed Mary's ſon ; 

This land of ſuch dear ſou!s, this dear, dear land, 

Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leas'd out (I die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement or pelting farm. 

Exgland, bound in with the triumphant ſea, Wha 
Ole 


I; 


ole 
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Whoſe rocky ſhore beats back the envious ſiege 
Of wat'ry Neptune, is bound in with ſhame, 


[wich inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds. 


That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a ſhameful conqueſt of itſelf, 


Dear earth, I do ſalute thee with my hand, 

Though rebels wound thee with their horſes hoofs : 
As a long-parted mother with her child 

Plays fondly with her tears, and ſmiles in meeting; 
$0, weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee, my earth, 
And do thee favour with my royal hands. 

Feed not thy ſov'reign's foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy ſweets comfort his rav'nous ſenſe : 
But let thy ſpiders that ſuck up thy venom, 

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, 

Which with uſurping ſteps do trample thee. 

Yield ſtinging nettles to mine enemies; 

And, when they from thy boſom pluck a flower, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder, 
Whoſe double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy ſov'reign's enemies. 

Mock not my ſenſeleſs conjuration, Lords : 

This earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe ſtones 
Prove armed ſoldiers, ere her native kin 

dall faulter under foul rebellious arms. Vid. A. 3. Sc. 2, 


0 England] model to thine inward greatneſo, 
L\ke little body with a mighty heart 
What might'ſt thou do, that 3 would thee do, 
Were all thy children kind and natural ! 
Henry . A. 2. Chorus. 


ENGLI6GH ARMY, 
——AIl th unſettled humour of the land; 
ach, inconſid'rate, fiery voluntarics, 
ich ladies faces, and ferce dragons ſpleens, 
Fave ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Vrariug their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
% Make a hazard of new ſortunes hege. 


To 
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In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits, 4 
Than now the Ergliþ bottoms have waft o'er, p, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, by 
'To do offence, and ſcæthe in Chriftendom. 5 
| King John, A. 2. Sc. 4 
Von iſland carrions, deſp'rate of their bones, T] 
Ill-favour'dly become the morning field: N. 
Their cagged curtains poorly are let looſe, . 
And our :1r ſhakes them paſſing ſcornfully. 0 
Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their begyar'd hoſt, Tl 
And faintly through a ruſty bever pceps. Tl 
The horſemen fit like fixed candleiticks, | As 
With torch-ſtaves in their hand; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hide and hips, 
The gum down-roping from their pale dead eyes; * 
And in their pale ul mouths the gimmal bit 0 
Lies foul with chew'd graſs, ſtill and motionleſs : * 
And their execators, the knaviſh crows, 1 
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour. [1 
King Henry V. A. 4. Se. Bu 
ENVY. 
My heart laments that Virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. Julius Ceſar. A. 2. Sc. Y 
EQUALITY. W 
( The natural rights of it.) 4 
Why, man, he doth beſtride the narrow world Bu 
Like a Coloſſus; and we petty men [5 
| Walk under his huge legs, and peep about be: 
| To find ourſelves diſhonourable graves. if 
1 Men at ſome time are maſters of their fates : 1 f 
| The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars, 1 
1 But in ourſelves, that we are underlings. An 
Brutus and Cæ ſur - hat ſhould be in that Cæſar? Fo. 


Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than yours ! + |W:\* 
| Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
1 Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; ol 
| Weigh them, 'tis as heavy; conjure with them, 
| Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit as ſoon as Cæſar. 

| Now, in the name of all the Gods at once, 
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Upon what meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 

That he is grown ſo great? Age, thou art aſham'd ! 
Rome, thou haſt loft the breed of noble bloods ! 

When went there by an age ſince the great flood, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When could they ſay till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walls enc aſs'd but one man? 

Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 

When there is in it but one only man. 

O! you and J have heard our fathers ſay 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Th' eternal devil to keep his ſtate in Reme 

As eaſily as a king. Julius Cæſar, A. 1. SC. 2. 


E RR OR. 


Miflruſt of good ſucceſs hath done this deed, 
O hateful Error, Melancioly's child! 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? O Error, ſoon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy birth, 
o bat kill'ſt the mother that engender'd thee. 
Julias Ceſar, A. 5. Sc. 3. 


EUVLOGIUM ON HOTSPUR, 


Brave Percy—Fare thee well! 
N-weav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 
When that this body did contain à ſpirit, 

A kingdom for it was too ſmall a bound; 
But now two paces of the vileſt earth 
ls room enough. This earth, that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a gentleman. 
If thou wert ſenſible of courteſy, 
| ſhould not make fo greit a ſhew of zeal. 
bor let my favours hide thy mangled face, 
And, een in thy behalf, ll thank myſelf 
For doing theſe fair rights of tenderneſs. 
Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heaven; 
Thy ignominy fleep with thee ia the grave, 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph. 
Henry IV, Pars I. A. 5. Sc. 1. 
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EVENING. 


The weary ſun hath made a golden ſet, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Gives ſignal of a goodly day to-morrow. 
King Richard III. A. 5. Se. 4 


EXECRATION, ; 


The worm of conſcience ſtill be-gnaw thy foul ! 

Thy friends ſuſpe& for traitors while thou liv'ſt, 

And take deep traitors for thy deareſt friends! 

No ſleep cloſe up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting dream 

Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 

Thou elviſh-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog ! 

Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy nativity 

The ſlave of nature, and the ſon of hell! 

Thou ſlander of thy mother's womb ! 

Thou loathed iſſue of thy father's loins ! 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteſted 
King Richard III. A. 1. Sc.; 


Hear, Nature, hear! dear goddeſs, hear! 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if tliou didſt intend 
To make this creature fruit ful: 

Into her womb convey ſterility, 

Dry up in her the organs of increaſe, 

And from her derogate body never ſpring 
A babe to honour her! If ſhe muſt teem, 
Create her child of ſpleen, that it may live, 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her: 
Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks; 
Tarn all her mother's pains and benefits 

To laughter and contempt ; that ſhe may feel 
How ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is 

To have a thankleſs child! King Lear, A. 1. Sc. ;. 


Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall, u þ 
That girdleſt in thoſe wolves! dive in the earth, | 
And fence not ens Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children; ſlaves and fools, 

Pluck the grave wrinkled ſenate from the bench, 
And miniſter in their Reads ; to general filth 


2 2 "i: 
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Corci 
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Convert o' the inſtant green Virginity ! 
Do 't in your parent's eyes. Bankrupts, hold faft ; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truſtees' throats. Bound ſervants, ſteal 3 
. , MLarge-handed robbers your grave maſters are, 
* And pill by law. Maid, to thy maſter's bed ; 
Thy miſtreſs is i' th' brothel. Son of fixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire ; 
With it beat out his brains. Fear and piety, 
Religion to the Gods, peace, juſtice, truth, 
Domeſtic awe, night reſt, and 8 
Inſtruction, manners, myſteries and trades, 
Degrees, obſervances, cuſtoms and laws, 
D:cline to your confounding contraries ! 
and let confuſion live !—-Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
Dn Athens, ripe for ſtroke ! Thou cold ſciatica, 
Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halt 
A; lamely as their manners. Luft and liberty 
c. 1MCreep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 
hat *gainſt the ſtream of virtue they may ſtrive, 
ind drown themſelves in riot! Itches, blains, 
ow all the Athenian boſoms, and their crop 
general leproſy. Breathe infe& breath, 
That their ſociety, as their friendſhip, may 
Be merely poiſon. Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
But nakedneſs, thou deteſtable town! 
ate thou that too, with multiplying banns. 
Iii will to the woods, where he ſhall find 
n unkindeſt beaſt much kinder than mankind. 
he Gods confound (hear me, ye good Gods all !) 
n' 4thenians both within and out that wall; 
and grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow, 
0 tie whole race of mankind, high and low! 
Timon of Athens, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


Conſumprion ſow 

Þ hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharp ſhins, 

iud mar men's ſpurring, Crack the lawyer's voice, 
int he may never more falſe title plead, 

wr ſound his quillets ſhrilly. Hoar the Flamen, 

dat iC id. Aline tue way of fleſh, 


rc And 
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And not believes himſelf, Down with the noſe, 
Down with 3t lat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foreſee 

Smells from the general weal. Make curl'd-pate ruffians ball 
And let the unicarr'd braggarts of the war 


Derive ſome pain from you. Ibid, A. 4. Sc. 1 
EXPOSTULATION. T 
Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft (V 
In the Rialto you have rated me 7 
About my monies and my uſances. 4 
Still have I borne it with a patient ſurug; de 
(For ſufferance is the badge of all our tribe.) al 
You call me miſbeliever, cut-throat dog, * 
And ſpit upon my Jewoiſb gaberdine ; i 
And all for uſe of that which is my own. T 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help; H 
Go to then; you come to me, and you ſay, 57 
Shylock, we would have monies ; you ſay ſo; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, Be 
And foot me, as you ſpurn a ſtranger cur, H 
Over your threſhold : money is your ſuit. Pe 
What ſhould I ſay to you ? ſhould I not ſay, W 
Hath a dog money ? 1s 1t poſlible T 
A cur can lend three honked ducats ? or A 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, A 
With bated breath, and whiſp'ring humbleneſs, T 
Say this—Fair Sir, you ipit on me laſt Wedneſday ; A 
You ſpurn'd me ſuch a day; another time T 


You call'd me dog; and for thele curteſies 
I'Il lend you thus much monies ? 
Ile Merchant of Venice, A. 1. SC. 3 


T7 

EXULTATION. A, 

Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait : M 
He riſes on his toe: that ſpirit of his By 
In aſpiration lifts him from the earth. 00 
Troilus and Creſida, A. 4. Se. 1 
FAIRIES, 7 

(Adareſs to.) bY 


Ye elves of hills, brooks, ſtanding lakes, and grows. | E 
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And ye that on the ſands with printleſs foot 

Do chace the ebbing Neptune; and do fly him, 

When he comes back; ye demi-puppets, that 

By moonſhine do the green-ſward ringlets make, 
Whereof the ewe not bites; and you, whoſe paſtime 
I; to make midnight muſhrooms, that rejoice 

To hear the ſolemn curfew ; by whoſe aid 

(Weak maſters though you be) I have bedimm'd 

The noon-tide ſun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, 
And 'twixt the green ſea and the azur'd vault 

Set roaring war; to the dread rattling thunder 

Have I given fire; and rifted Jove's ſtout oak 

With his own bolt; the ftrong-bas'd promontory 
Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluck'd up 
The pine and cedar : graves at my command 

Have wak'd their fleepers; op'd and let them forth 
By my ſo potent art. The Tempeſt, A. 5. Sc. 1. 


FAIRIES EMPLOYMENT, 
Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes; 
Feed him with apricots and dew-berries, 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries: 
The honey-bags ſteal from the humble bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fhery glow-worm's eyes, 
To have my love to bed and to ariſe : 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
To fan the moon- beams from his ſleeping eyes. 

A Midſummer Night's ks A. 3. Sc. 1. 


ge.; FALRIES JEALOUSY. 
Wl Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſy ; 
And never ſince the middle ſummer's ſpring 
Met we on hill, in dale, foreſt, or mead, 
By paved fountain, or by ruſhy brook, 
Ur on the beached margent of the ſea, 
Sc. Jo dance our ringlets to the whiſtling wind, 
Put with thy brawls thou haſt diſturb'd our ſport, 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge, have ſuck'd up from the ſea 
Coutarious fogs; which, falling in the land, 


D 2 Have 
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Hove every pclting river made ſo proud, 

hat they have overborne their continents. 

The ox hath therefore ſtretch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman loſt his ſweat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted ere its youth attain'd a beard : 

The fold ſtands empty in the drowned field, 

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock : 

The nine-men's-morris is fill'd up with mud; 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 

For lack of tread, are undiſtinguiſhable. 

The human mortals want their winter here; 

No night is now with hymn or carol bleſt; 
Therefore the moon, the governeſs of floods, 
Pale in her anger, waſhes all the air; 

That rheumatic diſeaſes do abound. 

And thorough this diſtemperature we ſec 

The ſeaſons alter; hoary-headed froſts 

Fall in che freſi lap of the crimſon roſe ; 

And on old Wem,“ chin and icy crown 

An od'rous chaplet of ſweet ſummer buds 

Is, as in mockery, ſet. The ſpring, the ſummer, 
The chiding autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries; and th' amazed world, 

By their increaſe, now knows not which is which : 


And this ſame progeny of evil comes 
From our debate, from our diſſenſion; F 
| We are their parents and original. [ 
A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 2. SC. l. \ 
FALSE HOOD. : 
Two beggars told me 
| T could not miſs my way. Will poor folk lye, 


1 That have afflictions on them; knowing 'tis 

[ A puniſhment, or trial!? Yes: no wonder, 

When rich ones ſcarce tell true, To lapſe in fulneſs 

Is ſorer than to lye for need; and falſehood 

Is worſe in kings than beggars. Cymbeline, A. 3. Sc. 5. 


FATHER'S LAMENTATION, 
w—— Doth not every earthly thing 
Cry ſhame upon her? could ſhe here deny 
The 
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The ſtory that is printed in her blood ? 
Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes : 
For, did I think thou wouldſt not quickly die, 
Thought I thy ſpirits were ſtronger than thy ſhame, 
I Myſelf would, on the rereward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid I for that at frugal Nature's frame ? 
I've one too much by thee. Why had I one? 
Why ever waſt thou lovely in my eyes? 
Why had I not, with charitable hand, 
Took up a beggar's iſſue at my gates? 
Who ſmear'd thus, and mir'd with infamy, 
[ might have ſaid, No part of it is mine; 
This ſhame derives itſelf from unknown loans. 
But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd, 
And mine that I was proud on, mine ſo much 
That I myſe was to myſelf not mine, 
Valuing of her ; why ſhe—oh, ſhe is fallen 
Into a pit of ink, that the wide ſea 
Hath drops too few to waſh her clean again, 
And ſalt too little, which may ſeaſon give 
To her foul tainted fleſh ! 

Much Ado abcut Nothing, A. 4. Se. 1, 


FAULTS. 


———— ] muſt not think theſe are 
Evils enough to darken all his goodneſs : 
[lis faults in him ſeem, as the Pow of heaven, 
More fiery by night's blackneſs ; hereditary 
Rather than purchaſed ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooſes. Antony and Cleopatra, A. I. Sc. 2. 


FAVOURITES. 
—— Zid her ſteal into the pleached bower, 
Where honeyſuckles, ripen'd by the ſun, 
Forbid the ſun to enter; like to favourites 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Againſt that power that bred it. 
Much Ado about Nothing, A. 3. Sc. 1. 


PEAR. 
Would he were fatter ; but I fear him not ; 
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Yet, if my name were liable to fear, 

! do not know the man I ſhould avoid 

So ſoon as that ſpare Caius. He reads much; 

He is a great obſerver; and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men: he loves no plays, 

As thou doſt, Antony he hears no muſic: 

Seldom he ſmiles; and ſmiles in ſuch a fort 

As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit 

That could be mov'd to ſmile at any thing. 

Sach men as he be never at heart's eaſe [ w 

While they behold a greater than themſelves ; bo! 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, Ko 

Than what I fear; for always 1 am Cz/ar. An 
Julius Cæſar, A. 1. Sc. 2. 8. 


FEASTING. 


The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold; and then Ir 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt v 
To give, or to forgive; but when we have ſtuff' d T 
Theſe pipes, and theſe conveyances of our blood, Vi 
With wine and feeding, we have ſuppler ſouls f 
Than in our prieſt-like faſts; therefore I'll watch him * 
Till he be dieted to my requeſt. Coriolanus A. 5. Sc. 1. Ws 
FEMALE FRIENDSHIP. | 
Is all the counſel that we two have ſhar'd, 
The ſiſter vows, the hours that we have ſpent, 
When we have chid the haſty-footed time 
For parting us—oh ! and is all forgot? 


All ſchcol-days friendſhip, childhood innocence ? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, | 
Created with our needle; both one flower, 
Both on one fampler, fitting on one cuſhion ; 
Both warbling of one ſong, both in one key; 
As if our hands, our fides, voices, and minds, 
lad been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Lixe to a double cherry, ſeeming parted, 
But yet an union in partition; 
Two lovely berries, moulded on one ſtem ; 
So with two ſeeming bodies, but one heart: 
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wo of the firſt, like coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one creſt. 

And will you rend our ancient love aſunder, 

To join with men in ſcorning your poor friend ? 

t is not friendly, *tis not maidenly ; 

Our ſex, as well as I, may chide you for it, 

Though I alone do feel the injury. 

4 Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 3. Sc. 1. 


[ was too young that time to value her; 
But now I know her: if ſhe be a traitor, 
Why ſo am I: we ſtill have ſlept together, 
Roſe at an inſtant, learn'd, play'd, eat together; 
And whereſoe'er we went, like Jan's ſwans, 
Still we went coupled and inſeparable. 
As You Like It, A. 1. Sc. 


FEMALE PERFECTION. 


If luſty Love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 
Where ſhould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous Love ſhould go in ſearch of virtue, 
Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blanch P 
If Love ambitious ſought a match of birth, 
Whoſe veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch ? 
Such as ſhe is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Is the young Dauphin, every way complete, 
Ling John, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


FICK LEN ESS OF THE VULGAR. 


An habitation giddy and unſure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond many! with what loud applauſe 
Did'ſ thou beat heaven with bleſſing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou wouldſt have him be! 
And now, being trimm'd up in thy own deſires, 
Thou, beaſtly Leder, art ſo full of him, 
That thou provok'ſt thyſelf to caſt him up. 
Henry IV. Part I. A. 2. Sc. 6. 


FICTION. 


O, what a rogue and peaſant ſlave am I! 
Is it not monſtrous that this Player here, 


D 4 But 
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But in a fiction, in a dream of paſſion, 

Could force his ſoul ſo to his own conceit, 

That, from her working, all his viſage wan'd : 
Tears in his eyes, diſtraction in his aſpect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function ſuiting, 
With forms to his conceit ? and all for nothing? 
For Hecuba ? 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he ſhould weep for her? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for paſſion 

That I have? He would drown the ſtage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear with horrid ſpeech, 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free ; 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed, 

'The very faculty of cars and eyes. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled raſcal, peak, 

Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can ſay nothing. No, not for a king, 

Upon whoſe property and moſt dear life 

A damn'd defeat was made. Am Ja coward ? 
Who calls me villain, breaks my pate acroſs, 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 
Tweaks me by th” noſe, gives me the lye i' th” throat, 
As deep as to the lungs? who does me this ? 

Yet I ſhould take it—for it cannot be, 

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall, 

To make oppreſſion bitter: or, ere this, 

I ſhould have fatted all the region kites 

With this flave's offal. Bloody, bawdy villain! 
Remorſeleſs, treacherous, letcherous, Lindleſs villain ! 
Why, what an aſs am I! This is moſt brave, 
That I, the ſon of a dear father murder'd, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 
Muſt, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
And fall a curſing, like a very drab, 

A ſcullion. Fy upon't !-foh, 

About, my brain! I've heard, 

That guilty creatures, ſitting at a play, 

Have, by the very cunning of the ſcene, 

Been ſtruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently 
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They have proclaim'd their malefactions; 

For murder, though it have no tengue, wall ſpeak 

With moſt miraculous organ. I'll have theſe players 

Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 

Before mine uncle. I'll obſerve his looks; 

il tent him to the quick: if he but blench, 

know my courſe. This ſpirit, that I have ſeen, 

May be the devil ; and the devil hath power 

To aſſume a pleaſing ſhape ; yea, and perhaps, 

Our of my 5 — and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with ſuch ſpirits, 

Abuſes me to damn me. I'll have grounds 

More relative than this : the play's the thing, 

Wherein I'll catch the conſcience of the king. 
Hamlet, A. 2. SC. 2. 


FIDELITY. 


If you ſuſpe& my huſbandry, or falſchood, 

Call me before the exacteſt auditors, 

And ſet me on the proof. So the Guds bleſs me, — 
Wnen all our offices have been oppreſt 

With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 

With drunken ſpilth of wine ; when every room 

Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minſtrelſy ; 
have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, | 

And ſet mine eyes at flow. Timon of Athens, A 2. SC. 4. 


FLATTERY. 


Theſe crouchings, and theſe lowly courteſies, 
light fire the blood of ordinary men, 

And turn pre-ordinance and fir{t decree 

Into the lane of children. Be not fond 

To think that Cafar bears ſuch rebel blood, 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 

With that which melteth fools ; [mean, ſweet words, 
Low-crooked curt'ſies, and baſe ſpaniel fawning. 

Thy brother, by decree, is baniſſi'd: | 

If thou doſt bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
| ſpurn thee, like a cur, out of my way. 

Snow Cæſar doth not wrong, nor without cauſe 


Will he be ſatisfied, Julius Ceſar, A. 3. Sc. 1. 
D 5 —— Such 
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Such ſmiling rogues as theſe, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain, 
Too intrinſicate t' unlooſe ; ſoothe every paſſion 
That in the nature of their lords rebels; 
Bring oil to fre, ſnow to their colder moods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their maſters ; 
Knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 
King Lear, A. 2. Sc. 1. 
Thoſe eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt tears, 
Sham'd their aſpects with ſtore of childith drops; 
"Theſe eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful tear, 
Not when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac'd C/;#ord ſhook his ſword at him: 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Told the fad ſtory of my father's death, 
And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, 
That all the ſtanders by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedaſh'd with rain; in that ſad time, 
My manly eyes did ſcorn an humble tear; 
And what thele ſorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never ſued to friend, nor enemy; 
My tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing words; 
Bat now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeak. 
King Richard III. A. 1. 88. 2. 
Ha! Gorrril /—With a white beard ?—They flattered me 
like a dog, and told me I had white hairs in my beard, ere 
the black ones were there. To fay Ay, and No, to every 
thing that I ſaid—Ay and No too was no good divinity, 
When the rain c:me to wet me once, and the wind to make 
me chatter ; when the thunder would not peace at my bid- 
ding; there I found 'em, there 1 ſmelt them out. Go to, 
they are not men o' their words; they told me I was every 
thing; tis a lye, 1 am not ague- proof. : 
King Lear, A. 4. Sc. 7. 
FLEET SETTING S411. 


&uppoſe that you have ſeen 
Phe well-appointed king at Hampton Pier 


Embark 


— 4a] a> te md e r tones uns bunny 


ark 
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Embark his royalty, and his brave fleet 
With filken ſtreamers, the young Phabus fanning, 
Play with your fancies ; and in them behold, 

Upon the hempen tackle, ſhip-boys climbing ; 
Hear the ſhrill whiſtle, which doth order — 
To ſounds confus'd ; behold the threaden ſails, 
Borne with th' inviſible and creeping wind, 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd ſea, 
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Breaſting the lofty ſurge. King Henry V. A. 3. SC. 1. 


FLOWERY BANK. 


know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lip and the nodding violet grows, 
O'er-canopied with luſcious wood-hbine, 

With ſweet muſk-roſes, and with eglantine : 
There ſleeps Titania, ſome time of the night, 
Lull'd in theſe flowers with dances and delight: 
And there the ſnake throws her enamel'd ſkin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in, 


A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 2. S. 2. 


FONDNESS OF A MOTHER, 


If thou, that bid'ſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb, 
Full of unpleafing blots, and ſightleſs ſtains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 


Patch'd with foul moles, and eyc-offendiag marks, 


I would not care, I then would be content; 

For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nox. deſerve a crown. 
But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great, 
Of Nature's gifts thou may*{ with lilies boaſt, 


And with the half-blown roſc. King John, A. 3. Sc. 1, 


FOOL-HARDINESS, 


— Being ſcarce made up, 
mean, to man, he had not apprehenſion 
Of roaring terrors ; for th' effect of gent 
ls oſt the cauſe of fear, _ Cym 


eline, A. 4. SC. 4+ 
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A FOOL'S LIBERTY OF SPEECH. 


I muſt have liberty He 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, To 
To blow on whom I pleaſe ; for ſo fools have: An 
And they that are molt galled with my folly, Of 
They moſt muſt laugh: And why, Sir, muſt they ſo? An 
The why is plain as way to pariſh-church : W 
He whom a fool doth very wiſely hit, Ar 
Doth very fooliſhly, although he ſmart, Ti 
Not to ſeem ſenſeleſs of the bob. If not, 0; 
The wiſe man's folly is anatomiz'd, W 


Even by the ſquandering glances of a fool, 80 
Inveſt me in my motley, give me leave H 
To ſpeak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanſe the foul body of th' infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

As You Like It, A. 2. Sc. 5. 


-FOP DESCRIDALD. 


But, I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil, 
Breathleſs and faint, leaning upon my ſword ; 
Came there a certain Lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd, 
Freſh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new-reap'd, 
Shew'd like a ſtubble land at harveſt-home : 

He was perſumed like a milliner ; 

And, *twixt his finger and his thumb, he held 

A pouncet- box, which ever and anon 

Ile gave his noſe (and took 't away again! 

Who thercwith angry, whea it next came there,! 
Took it in ſnuff). And ſtill he ſmil'd and talk'd : 
And, as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies by, 

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 
To bring a flovenly unhandſome corſe 

Betwixt the wind aud his nohility. 

Wich many holiday and lady terms 

He queſtion'd me; amongſt the reſt, demanded 
My priſoners in your Miyetty's behalf, 

T then, all ſmarting with my wounds, being cold, 
Out of my grief, and my impatience 


* 


To be ſo peiter'd with a popinjay, 


» CI 414 


Anſwer'd 
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Anſwer'd neglectingly, I know not what; 
He ſhould, or ſhould not : for he made me mad 
To ſez him ſhine ſo briſk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 
And talk ſo like a waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of guns, and drums, and wounds (God fave the mark I), 
And telling me the ſovereign'ſt thing on earth 
Was ſpermaceti, for an inward bruile 
And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 
This villanous 5, vo. ſhould be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the harmleſs earth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had deſtroy'd 
So cowardly; and, but for theſe vile guns, 
He would himſelf have been a ſoldier. 
Henry IV. Part I. A. 1. Sc. 4. 


FORTITUDE., 


You were uſed 

To ſay, extremity was the trier of ſpirits ; 

That common chances, common men could bear ; 

That when the ſea was calm, all boats alike 

Shew'd maſterſhip in floating. Fortune's blows 

When moſt truck home, being gentle-wounded, crave 

A noble cunning. Cariolanus, A. 4. SC. 1. 


In the reproof of chance 

Lies the true proof of men. The ſea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble boats dare fail 

Upon her patient breaſt, making their way 

With thoſe of nobler bulk! 

But let the ruſtin Boreas once enrage 

The gentle 7% tis, and anon, behold 

The Hrong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, 
bounding between the two moiſt elements 

Like Per/ous? hurſe: where's then the ſaucy boat, 
Whoſe wenk, untiiober'd ſides, but even now, 


Or r:2de a toait for Neptune. Even ſo 
Doch valour's ew, and valour's worth, divide 
In anne of fortune. For, in her ray and brightneſs, 
Aue herd hath more anooyance by the brize 
Plan by the tyger; but when the ſplitting winds 
A : 1 . . 
lake Lexible the knees of knotted oaks, 
And 
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And flies flee under ſhade, why then the king of courage, 
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathiſe, 
And, with an accent tun'd in ſelf ſame key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 
Troilus and Creſſida, A. 1. Sc. ;. 


I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more, is none. ' Macbeth, A. 1. Sc.) 


FORTUNE. 


Grieve not, that I am fall'n to this for you: 
For herein Fortune ſhews herſelf more kind 
Than is her cuſtom. It is ſtill her uſe 
To let the wretched man outhve his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty ; from which ling'ring penance 
Of ſuch a miſery doth ſhe cut me off. 
Ihe Merchant of Venice, A. 4. Sc. i. 


Will Fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words {till in fouleſt letters ? 
She either gives a ſtomach and no food ; 
Such are the poor in health: or elſe a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach ; ſuch the rich 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 
Henry IV. Part II. A. 4. Sc. 9, 


FRIENDSHIP. 

(Hamlet' profi en of it to Horatio.) 
Horatio, thou art e'en as juſt a man 
As e*er my converſation cop'd withal, 
>——- Nay do not think I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no revenue haſt, but thy good ſpirits, 
To feed and clothe thee? Why thould the poor be fAlatter'd? 
No, let the candied tongue lick abſurd pomp, 
Aad crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 
Where thrift may tollow fawning. Doft thou hear ? 
Since my dear foul was miſtreſs of her choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 
Hath ſeal'd thee for herſelf; for thou haſt been, 
As one, in ſuffering all, has ſuffer'd nothing, 
A man that Fortune's buffets and reward? 


d: 


ath 
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Hath ta*en with equal thanks: and bleſt are thoſe 
Whoſe blood and judgment are ſo well comingled, 
That they are not a pipe for Fortune's finger, 

To ſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe : Give me that man 
That is not paſſion's ſlave, and I will wear him 

In my heart's core, aye, in my heart of heart, 

As I do thee, Hamlet, A. 3. Sc. >. 


FRIENDSHIP IN LOVE. 


Friendſhip is conſtant in all other things, 
Gve in the office and affairs of love: 
Therefore all hearts in love uſe their own tongues ; 
Let every eye negociate for itſelf, 
And truſt no agent: beauty is a witch, 
Againſt whoſe charms faith melteth into blood. 
Much Ado about Nothing, A. 2. SC. 1. 


FRUITION. 


—— Who riſeth from a feaſt 
With that keen appetite that he fits down ? 
Vhere is the horſe, that doth untread again 
His tedious meaſures with th” unbated fire 
nat he did pace them firſt ? All things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed then enjoy'd. 
How like a younker, or a prodigal, 
The ſcarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hügg'd and embraced by the ſtrumpet wind! 
tow like the prodigal doth ſhe return, 
With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the ſtrumpet wind! 

The Merchant of Venice, A. 2. SC. 8. 


FUNERAT: 
——Lay her i“ th' earth; 
And from her fair and unpolluted fleſh 
May violets ſpring! I tell thee, churliſh prieſt, 
A miniſ'ring angel ſhall my ſiſter be, 
Wacn thou lieſt howling. Hamlet, A. 5. SC. 2. 


FUNERAL DIR Cx. 
Cad. Fear no more the heat o' th' ſun, 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou 
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Thou thy worldly taſk haſt done, 
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages. 

Golden lads and girls all muſt, 

As chimn-y-ſweepers, come to duſt. 


Aru. Fear no more the frown o' th' great, 
Thou art paſt the tyrant's ſtroke; 
Care no more to clothe and eat; 
To thee the reed is as the oak; 
The ſceptre, learning, phyſic, muſt 
All follow this, and come to duſt. 


Cuid. Fear no more the lightning flaſh, 
Aru. Nor th' all-dreaded thunder-ſtone. 
Guid, Fear not ſlander, cenſure raſh, 
Arv. Thou haſt finiſh'd joy and moan. 
Both, All lovers young, all lovers muſt 
Conſign to thee, and come to duſt, 


Guid. No exorciler harm thee ! 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 


Guid, Ghoſt, unlaid, forbear thee ! - 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee ! hy 
Both, Quiet conſummation have, Bri 
And renowned be thy grave. Me 
Cymbeline, A. 4. Sc. rn 

FURY. | by 


Now he'll out-ſtare the lightning. To be furious, 


Is to be frighted out of fear; and, in that mood, l 
The dove will peck the eſtrich; and, I fee hill, 

A diminution in our captain's brain 

Reſtores his heart. When valour preys on reaſon, An 


It eats the ſword it fights with. 0 
Antony and Cleopatra, A. 3. SC. 10, WW 


CARLANDS FOR OLD MEN. 


— ——— - Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's roſemary and rue; theſe keep 
Secming and favour all the winter long: 
Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to our ſhearing. 
; Je Winter's Tale, A. 4. Sc. 3. 


GARLANDS® 


10s 
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GARLANDS FOR MIDDLE AGE. 
Here's flowers for you ; 
Hot lavender, mint, ſavoury, marjoram ; 

The marygold that goes to bed with th' ſun, 

And with him riſes, weeping : Theſe are flowers 
Of middle ſummer, and I think they are given 
To men of middle age. | Ibid. 


GARLANDS FOR YOUTH. 
— Now, my faireſt friend, 
| would I had ſome flowers o' th' ſpring, that might 
become your time of day; and yours, and yours 

[hat wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing; O Proſerpina, 
For the flowers now, that trighted thou let'ſt fall 
from Dis's waggon ! daffodils, 
That come before the ſwallow dares, and take 

ne winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 

r Cy:herea's breath; pale primroſes, 

hat die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phabus in his ſtrength (a malady 
Moit incident to maids ;) bold ox-lips, and 

lhe crown imperial; lilies of. all kinds, 

{he fleur-de-lis being one, O, theſe I lack 

o make you garlands of, and my ſweet friend 

o ſtrew him o'er and o'er. Ibid. 


GIFTS FROM A LOVER. 
Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love as you do, I was wont 
o load my ſhe with knacks: I would have ranſack'd 
de pedlar's filken treaſury, and have pour'd it 
lo her acceptance; you have let him go, 
and nothing marted with him. If your laſs 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty; you were ſtraited 
For a reply, at leaſt, if you make care | 
f happy holding her. Ibid. A. 4. Sc. 3. 
GLORY, 
Clory is like a circle in the water; 
"hich never ceaſeth to enlarge itſelf, 


Till, 
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Till, by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe to nought. 
King Henry VI. Part 1. A. 1. SC. 6, 


G O LD. 

Tis gold 

Which buys admittance, oft it doth; yea, makes 

Diana's rangers, falſe themſelves, yield up 

Their deer to th* ſtand o' th? ſtealer : and *tis gold, 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and ſaves the thief : 
Nay ſometimes, hangs both thief and true man. What 
Can it not do, and undo? Cymbeline, A. 2. SC. 4, 


——— — How quickly Nature 

Falls to revolt when gold becomes her object! 

For this the fooliſh over-careful tathers 

Have broke their ſleep with thought, their brains with care, 
Their bones with induſtry ; for this engroſſed 

The canker'd heaps of ſtrange-atchieved gold; 

For this they have been thoughtful to inveſt 

Their ſons with arts, and martial exerciſes ; 

When, like the bee culling of every flower, 

Our thighs are pack'd with wax, our mouths with honey, 
We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 

Are murder'd for our pains. 

Henry IV, Part II. A. 4. Sc. 2. 


COOD DEEDS, 


That light we ſee is burning in my hall; 
How far that little candle throws his beams! 
So ſhines a good deed in a naughty world. 
The Merchant of Venice, A. 5. Sc. 1, 


A GOOD HEART. 


A ſpeaker is but a prater, a rhyme is but a ballad ;--4 
good leg will fall, a ſtraight back will ſtoop, a black 
beard will turn white, a curi'd pate will grow bald, a fair 
face will wither, a full eye will wax hollow ;---but a good 
heart, Kate, is the ſun and the moon, or rather the ſun and 
not the moon; for it ſhines bright, and never changes, but ha 


keeps his courſe truly. 7 
Henry V. A. 5. SC. 2. ith 
GOOD WIFE. "0 


Go thy ways, Kate; 


That 
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nat man i' th' world who ſhall report he has 

. better wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
or ſpeaking falſe in that. Thou art alone, 
f thy rare qualities, ſweet gentleneſs, 
[hy meekneſs ſaint-like, wife-like government, 
beying in commanding, and thy parts 
ov'reign and pious elſe, could ſpeak thee out, 
The queen of earthly queens. She's noble born; 
\nd, like her true nobility, ſhe has 
arried herſelf towards me. 


4+ King Henry VIII. A. 2. Sc. 7. 


GRATITUDE. 
I have five hundred crowns, 
e, Wl he thrifty hire I ſaw'd under your father, 
Vhich I did ſtore to be my foſter nurſe 
hen ſervice ſhould in my old limbs he lame, 
and unregarded age in corners thrown. 
ake that ; and he that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea, providently caters for the ſparrow, 
„ e comfort to my age: here is the gold; 
\l! this I give you, let me be your ſervant. 
As You Like Ii, A. 2. Sc. LO 
et never day or night unhallow'd paſs, 
ut (till remember what the Lord hath done. 
King Henry VI. Part II. A. 2. Sc. 2. 


GRAVITY, 


There are a ſort of men, whoſe viſages 
Vo cream and mantle like a ſtanding pond ; 
ind do a wilful ſtilneſs entertain, 
Vith purpoſe to be dreſt in an opinion 
f wiſdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 
is who mould ſay, I am Sir Oracle, 
ind, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark ! 
and . my Anthonio, I do know of thoſe 
but That therefore only are reputed wiſe 
or ſaying nothing ; who, I'm very ſure, 
. 2. they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt damn thoſe ears, 
\lich, hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 
The Merchant of Venice, A 1. SC. 1, 


GREA T» 
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GREATNESS. n 
Great men have reaching hands : oft have I ſtruck * 
Thoſe that I never ſaw—and ſtruck them dead. A 
Henry VI. Part II. A. 4. Sc. 7. a 
Tis certain, Greatneſs once fa!l'n out with Fortune, In 
Muſt fall out with men too: What the decline is, If 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others, At 
As fecl in his own fall ; for men, like butterflies, P; 
Shew not their mealy wings but to the ſummer ; V 
And not a man, for being ſimply man, A 
Hath any honour, but honour by thoſe honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, [\ 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit, Fe 
Which, when they fall (as being ſlippery ſtanders), 7. 
The love that lean'd on them, as ſlippery too, Le 
Doth one pluck down another, and together Ti 
Die in the fall. Troilus and Creſſida, A. 3. SC. 7, 2 
IJ e ſoul and body rive not more in parting He 
I han greatneſs going of, Aal. and Cleop. A. 4. SC. 9. 
GRECIAN YOUTH $, Gr 
'The Grecian youths are full of ſubtle quality ; Li 
"They 're loving, well compos'd, with gifts of Nature Pu 
Flowing, and ſwelling o'er with arts and exerciſe. Re 
Flow novelties may move, and parts with perſon |! tu 
Alas! a kind of godly jealouſy, Ih 
Which I beſeech you call a virtuovs ſin, Fa; 
Makes me af:aid. Treilus and Crefſiiia, A. 4. SC. b. les 
GRIEF. Lac 
Like the lily WI 
That once was miſtreſs of the feld, and flouriſh'd, For 
I'll Lang my head and periſh, Dir 
King Henry VIIT. A. z. Sc. 1. HNL 
—— I pray thee ceaſe thy counſel, Re 
Which falls into mine ears as profitleſs in 
As water in a ſieve; give not me counſel, deer 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 'Ty 
Bur ſuch a one whoſe wrongs do ſuit with mine. Not 
Bring me a father that ſo lov'd his child, Not 
Whole joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, No, 


And 
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And bid him ſpeak of patience ; 
Meaſure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anſwer every ſtrain for ſtrain, 
As thus for thus, and ſuch a grief for ſuch, 
In every lineament, branch, ſhape, and form; 
If ſuch a one will ſmile, and ſtroke his beard, 
And ſorrow wag ; cry hem! when he ſhould groan 
Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-waſters; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 
Much Ado about Nothing, A. 5. Sc. 1. 


I will inſtruct my ſorrows to be proud; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtout, 
To me, and to the ſtate of my great grief, 
Let kings aſſemble; for my grief's ſo great 
That no ſupporter but the huge firm earth 
an hold it up: here I and ſorrow fit : 
Here is my throne ; bid kings come bow to it. 
9 King John, A. 3. Sc. 1. 


Grief fills the room up of my abſent child; 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffo ont his vacant garments with his form; 
Then have I reaſon to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well; had you ſuch loſs as I, 
„ 6, NLcould give better comfort than you do. IId. A. 3. Sc. 3. 


1 


fach ſubſtance of a grief hath twenty ſhadows, 
Which ſhew like grief itſelf, but are not ſo: 
For Sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objects; 
. l. Nike perſpectives, which, rightly gaz'd upon, 
dhew nothing but confuſion; eyed awry, 
Diſtinguiſh form. King Richard II. A. 2. Sc. 2. 


deems, Madam! nay it is; I know not ſeems: 
lis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn black, 

Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 

No, nor the lraitful raver in the eye, 
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Nor the dejeQed *haviour of the viſage, T] 
Te&ether with all forms, modes, ſhews of grief, F 
That can denote me truly: theſe, indeed, ſeem ; At 
For they are actions that a man might play: A; 
But I have that within which paſleth ſhow ; W 
Theſe but the trappings and the ſuits of woe. 
Hamlet, A. 1. Sc.: 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended [| 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. p 
To moan a miſchief that is paſt and gone, | 
Is the next way to draw new miſchief on : . 
What caynot he preſerv'd when Fortune takes, * 
Patience her injury a mocking makes : V 
The robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the thief; T1 
He robs himſelf that ſpends a bootleſs grief. 
Othello, A. 1. Sc.; 1 
GRIEF. (Marks of.) W 
What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head ? Li 
Why doſt thou look ſo ſadly on my ſon ? 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? _ 
Be theſe ſad figns confirmers of thy words ? He 
King Jobn, A. 3. Sc. * 
GWUIL TT. A. 
So full of artleſs jealouſy is guilt, As 
It ſpills itſelf in fearing to be ſpilt. Ilamlet, A. 4. Sc. I 
GUILTY COUNTENANCE. — 
Upon the eye- balls murd'rous 'I'yranny 4 


Sits in grim majeſty to fright the world. 
King Henry VI. Part II. A. 3. Sc. Ti 


HAT R E p. - 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours treaſon. 
Ibid. A. 3. Sc. ge. 


— —— Not ſleep nor ſanctuary, 
Being naked, fick, nor fane nor capitol, 
Ihe prayers of prieits, nor times of ſacrifice, 
Embarments all of fury, ſtall lift up 
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Their rotten privilege and cuſtom gainſt 

My hate to Marcius, Where I find him, were it 

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 

Againſt the hoſpitable canon, would [ 

Waſh my fierce hand in 's heart. Coriolanus, A. 1. Sc. 12. 


HECTOR FIGHTING, 

| have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft, 

Lahouring for deſtiny, make cruel way 

Through ranks of Greeki/ youth; and J have ſeen thee, 
4s hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian ſteed, 

And ſeen thee ſcorning forfeits and ſubduements 

When thou haſt hung thy advanc'd ſword i' th' air, 

Not letting it decline on the declin'd ! 

That I have ſaid unto my ſtanders-by, 

Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life! 

And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy breath, 

When that a ring of Greek; have hemm'd thee 1n, 

Like an Olympian wreſtling. - 
Treilus and Creſſida, A. 4. SC. g. 


HENRY V. DESCRIBED BY HIS FATHER. 
He is gracious if he be obſerv'd ; 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Sc. Open as day for melting charity: 
Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's flint: 
As hamorous as winter, and as ſudden 
As flaws congealed in the ſpring of day. 
Ilis temper, therefore, muſt be well obſerved; 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth ; 
Put, heing moody, give him line and ſcope, 
Sc. Till that his paFons, like a whale on ground, 

Confound themſelves with working. 


Ferry IV. Part II. A. 4. SC. 2. 


| HENRY V. DEFENCE OF HIMSELF, 


„Sc. Heaven forgive them that ſo much have ſway'd 
Your Majeſty's good thoughts away from me! 
[will redeem all this on Percy's head, 
And, in the cloſing of ſome glorious day, 
; de bold to tell you that I am your ſon; 
The 


When 
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When I will wear a garment all of blood, 
And ſtain my favours in a bloody maſk, 


Which, waſh'd away, ſhall ſcour my ſhame with it. 


And that ſhall be the day, whene'er it lights, 
'That this ſame child of honour and renown, 
This gallant Hotſpur, this all-praiſed knight, 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet : 
For every honour fitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
'That I ſhall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

T' engrots up glorious Fed on my behalf: 
And 1 will call him to ſo ſtrict account, 

That he ſhall render every glory up, 

Yea even the ſlighteſt worſhip of his time, 

Or I will tear the reck'ning from his heart. 
This, in the name of heaven, I promiſe here: 
The which if I perform, and do ſurvive, 

I do beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve 

The long-grown wounds of my intemperature. 
If not, the end of life cancels all bonds ; 

And I will die a thouſand thouſand deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow. 


Henry I. Part J. A. z. Sc. 4 


nr Vo CHARACTER, 


Hear him but reaſon in divinity, 

And, all admiring, with an inward wiſh 

You would deſire the king were made a prelate, 
Hear him debate of common-wealth affairs, 
You'd ſay, it hath been all in all his ſtudy. 

Lift his diſcourſe of war, and you ſhall hear 

A fearful battle render'd you in muſic, 

'Turn him to any cauſe of policy, 


The Goralian knot. of it he will unlooſe, 

Familiar as his garter. When he ſpeaks, 

'The air, a charter'd libertine, is ſtill; 

And the mute wonder lucketh in men's cars, 

Jo ſteal his ſweet and honey'd ſentences, 
fling Heary V. A. 1. Sc. 1. 


You 


* 
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You are too much miſtaken in this king. - 
ſtion your grace the late ambaſſadors, 
With what great ſtate he heard their embaſſy ; 
How well ſupplied with noble counſellors, 
How modeſt in exception, and withal 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution ; 
And you ſhall find his vanities fore-ſpent 
Were but the outſide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering diſcretion with a coat of folly ! 
As gardeners do with ordure hide thoſe roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be more delicate. | 
Bid, A. 3. Sc. 3. 


DHENRY V. SPEECH TO HIS ARMY. 


He that out- lives this day, and oomes ſafe home, 

Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rouſe him at the name of Criſpian; 

He that ſhall live this day, and ſee old-age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feaſt his neighbours, 

And ſay, 'To-morrow is St. Criſpian; | 

Then will he ſtrip his ſleeve, and ſhew his ſcars. 

Old men forget; yet will not all forget, 

Rut they'll remember, with advantages, 

What feats they did that day. Then ſhall our names, 

'amiliar in their mouth as houſehold words, | 

arry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Werwick and Talbot, Saliſbury and Glo'/ter, 

e in their flowing cups freſhly remember'd. | 
| Ibid. A. 4. SC. 1. 


HIGH BIRTH, 
I was born ſe high, 
Dur airy buildeth in the cedar's top, 
ind dallies with the wind, and ſcorns the ſun. 
| King Richard III. A. 1. Sc. 4. 


HONESTY PISPRAISED. 


de cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters 
annot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 
lany a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
hat, doating on his own obſequious bondage, 
c. ears out his time, much like his maſter's ati, 
You E Fo- 


* 
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For nought but provender ; and, when he's old, caſhier'd 

Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves. Others there are, 

Who, trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty, 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves ; 

And throwing but ſhows of {ſervice on their Lords, 

Well thrive with them; and, when they've lin'd their coats, 

Do themſelves homage. Theſe folks have ſome ſoul, 

And much a one do I profeſs myſelf. 

It is as ſure as you are Roderige, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be Jago. 

In following him, I follow but myſelf, | 

Heaven is my judge —Not I, for love and duty, 

But, ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end. 

For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 

The native act and figure of my heart | 

In compliment extern, tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve, 

For daws to peck at. I'm not what I am. 

Othello, A. 1. Sc. i. 

HONOU R. . 
— -——— Let none preſume 

To wear an undeſerved dignity, 

O that eſtates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv'd corruptly ! that clear honour 

Were purchas'd by the merit of. the wearer ! 

How many then ſhould cover, that ſtand bare! 

How many be commanded, that command ! 

How much low peaſantry would then be gleaned 

From the true ſeed of honour! How much honour 

Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To be new varniſh'd ! Merchant of Venice, A. 2. Sc. g. 


By heav'a, methinks it were an eaſy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-face moon ; 
To dive into the bottom of the deep, 
Where fadom line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks ; 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear, 
Without co-rival, all her dignities. | 
Tenry IV. Part I. A. 1. Sc. 3. 
Well, 'tis no matter; Honour pricks me on. Yea, but 


how if Honour prick me off when I come on? how then? Can 
Honou! 


< # ©-fobk BEES E-AC--t 4. 
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Honour ſet a leg ? No. Or an arm? No. Or take away the 
iefof a 8 ? No. Honour hath no {kill in ſur wy en? 
o. What is Honour? A word. What is that wo onour ? 

Air: a trim reckoning !-—-Who hath it? He that died o“ 

Wedneſday. Doth he feel it? No. Doth he hear it? No. 

Is it inſenſible then? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live 

with the living? No. Why? Detraction will not ſuffer 

it:— therefore I'll none of it. Honour is a mere *ſcutcheon ; 

and ſo ends my catechiſm. Ibid, . A. 5. Sc. 1. 


His nature 1s too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jeve for his power to thunder. His heart's his mouth: 

What his breaſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent; 

And, being. angry, doth forget that ever 

He heard the name of Death. Coriolanus, A. 3. SC. 1. 
— ce If Jupiter 

Should from yon cloud ſpeak divine things, and ſay, 

Zi true, I'd not believe them more than thee, 

All noble Marcius. Ibid, A. 4. Sc. 5. 


Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate. 
Life every man holds dear; but the brave man 
Holds honour far more precious dear than life. 
Troilus and Creſſida, A: 5. Sc. 6. 


HONOUR AND POLICY. 
Pve heard you ſay, 
Honour and Policy, like unſever'd friends, 
P th* war do grow together; grant that, and tell me, 
In peace, what each of them by th? other loſes, 
That they combine not there? Coriolanus, A. 3. Sc. 5. 
HOPE, 
Hope is a lover's ſtaff: walk hence with that, 
And manage it againſt deſpairing thoughts. 
The Tavo Gentlemen of Verona, A. 3. SC. 1. 
I will deſpair ; and be at y 
With cozening Hope: he is a flatterer, 
A —— a keeper-back of death, 
Who ge * 
Whi 


o gently wou 3 the bands of life, 
c e hopes er in extremity. 
6 King Richard II. A. 2. Sc. 2. 
E 2 Trae 


/ 
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True Hope is ſwift, and flies with ſwallows wings 3 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures i» 
King Richard III. A. 5. Sc. 2. 


HORROR, 


. _- —— - Some ſtrange commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and ſtarts ; 
Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the ground ; 
Then lays his finger on his temple ; ſtraight 
Springs out into faſt gait, then ſtops again; 
Strikes his breaſt hard, and then anon he caſts 


His eye againſt.the moon : in moſt ſtrange * 
II. A. 3. Se. 3. 


We've ſeen him ſet himſelf. Henry V. 


HORRORS OF A PREMEDITATED MURDER. 


Good friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay fo yet 


But thou ſhalt have :—and, creep time ne'er ſo flow, 


Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. 

J had a thing to ſay ;—but, let it go: 

The ſun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience: if the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 
Sound one unto the drowſy race of night; 


If this ſame were a church- yard, where we ſtand, 


And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand wrongs ; 
Or if that ſurly ſpirit, Melancholy, 


Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thick, 


Which elſe runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that ideot, Laughter, keep men's eyes, 
And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment 
(A * hateful to my purpoſes) ; 

r ?f that thou could'ſt ſee me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, | 


Without eyes, ears, and harmful ſound of words ; 


Then, in deſpite of broad-eyed watchful day, 
I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts :;— 


But, ah! I wall not. King Jobn, A. 3. SC. 2. 


BOUND, 
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HOUNDS. 


My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind; 

So flew'd, ſo ſanded, and their heads are hung 

With ears that ſweep away the morning dew 3 

Crook-kneed, and ew-lapp'd, like The lian bulls ; 

Slow in purſuit ; but match'd in mouth like bells, 

Each under each :—a cry more tuneable 

Was never halloo'd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Theſaly. 
A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


Wilt thou hunt? 
Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
The Taming of the Shrew, Induction, SC. 2. 


HUMAN LIFE, 


The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good and ill to- 
gether: our virtues would be proud, if our faults whipt them 
not ? and our crimes would de ir, if they were not cheriſh'd 
by our virtues, A Well that Ends Well, A. 4. Sc. 3» 


HUSBAND. 

CA deſerving one.) 
O happy Leenatus! I * ſay * 
The credit that thy lady hath of thee, 
Deſerves thy truſt; and thy moſt perfect goodneſs, 
Her aſſur'd credit! Bleſſed live you long ! 
A Lady to the worthieſt Sir that ever 
Country called his! and you his miſtreſs, only 
For the moſt worthieſt fit Give me your pardon. 
I have ſpoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and hall make your lord 
That which he is, new o'er: and he is one 
The trueſt-manner'd; ſuch a holy witch, 
That he enchants ſocieties unto hun : 
Half all men's hearts are his- 
He ſits mongſt men like a deſcended God; 
He hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 


More than a mortal ſeeming. Cymbeline, A. 1. SC. 7. 


HYPOCRISY. 
The devil can cite ſcripture for his purpoſe. 
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An evil ſoul producing holy witneſs, 
Is like a villain with a imiling check 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O what a goodly outſide falſehood hath. 
The Merchant of Venice, A. 1. Sc. ;, 


Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without ſuch rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem | 


Like rivers of remorſe and innocence. 
King John, A. 4. SC. 3, 


— — To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent under it. Macbeth, A. 1. Sc. 5. 


My unſoil'd name, th' auſtereneſs of my life, 

My vouch againſt you, and my place i' th' ſtate, 

Will ſo your accuſation over-weigh, 

That you ſhall ſtifle in your own report, 

And ſmell of calumny. Meaſure fer Meaſure, A. 2. Sc. 3 


Away, m N gy and poſle(s me, 

Some harlot's ſpirit! My throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 

That babies lulls aſleep! The ſmiles of knaves 

Tent in my cheeks; and ſchool-boys” tears take up 

The glaſſes of my fight! A beggar's tongue 

Make motion through my lips; and my arm'd knees, 
Who bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 

That hath receiv'd an alms ! Coriolanus, A. 3. Sc. % 


But then I figh, and with a piece of ſcripture, 
Tell them that God bids us 10 ood for evil: 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends ftal'n forth of holy writ, 
And ſeem a ſaint when moſt I play the devil. 
; King Richard III. A. 1. Sc. 4. 


We're oft to blame in this ; 


"Tis too much prov'd, that with Devotion's viſage, 
And pious action, we do ſugar o'er 
'The evil himſelf. Hamlet, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


The 
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The harlot's cheek, beautied with plaſt'ring art, 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my deed to my moſt painted word. IId. 


IDEAL GOVERNMENT. 
P th' commonwealth, I would by contrarics 
Execute all things: for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magiſtrate ; 
Letters ſnould not be known; wealth, poverty, 
And uſe of ſervice, none; contract, ſucceſſion, 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none ; 
No uſe of metal, corn, or wine, or oil; | 
No occupation, all men idle, all, 
And women too ; but innocent and pure : 
No ſovereignty. 
All things in common Nature ſhould produce, 
Without ſweat or endeavour. Treaſon, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have; but Nature ſhould bring forth 
Of its own kind, all foyzon, all abundance, 
To iced my innocent people. The Tempeſt, A. 2. SC. 1. 


JEADbOUSY, 


The time was once, when thou unurg'd would's vow, 
That never words were muſic to thine ear, 

That never obje& pleaſing in thine eye, 

That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 

That never meat ſweet ſavour'd in thy taſte, 

Unleſs I ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd. 
How comes it now, my huſband, oh, how comes it, 
That thou art thus eſtranged from thyſelf ? 

Thyſelf I call it, being ſtrange to me; 

That undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than my dear ſelf's better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyſelf from me: 

For know, my love, as eaſy may'ſt thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulph, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diminiſhing, 

As take from me thyſelf, and not me too. 

How dearly would 1t touch thee to the quick, 


E 4 Should'ft 
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Should'ſt thou but hear I were licentious ; 

And that this body, conſecrate to thee, 

By ruffian luſt ſhould be contaminate ! 
Would'ſt thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurn at me, 

And hurl the name of huſband in my face, 
And tear the ſtain'd ſkin of my harlot brow, 

And from my falſe hand cut the wedding-ring, 

And break it with a deep divorcing vow ? 
I know thou can't ; and therefore ſee thou do it. 
I am poſſeſs'd with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of luſt: 
For if we two be pne, and thou play falſe, 
I do digeſt the poiſon of thy fleſh, 
Being ſtrumpeted by thy contagion. 
Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed; 
I live diſtain'd, thou undiſhonouzed. 

| The Comedy of Errors, A. 2. Sc. 3. 


The deadly clamours of a jealous woman 
Poiſon more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 
It ſeems his ſleeps were hinder'd by thy railing ; 
And therefore comes it that his head is light. 
Thou ſay'ſt his meat was ſauc'd with thy upbraidings. 
Unquiet meals make 1ll digeſtions ; 
Therefore the raging fire of fever bred : 
And what's a fever but a fit of madneſs ? 
Thou ſay'ſt, his ſports were hinder'd by thy broils. 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what deth 45 
But moody and dull Melancholy, 
Kinſman to grim and comfortleſs Deſpair ; 
And at her heels a huge infectious troop. 
Of pale diſtemperatures, and foes to life ? 
In food, in ſport, and life-preſerving reſt, 
To be diſturb'd, would mad a man or beaſt : 
The conſequence 1s, then, thy jealous fits 
Have ſcar'd thy huſband from the uſe of wits. 
Jbid. A. 5. Se. 1. 


Is whiſpering nothing ? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek—is meeting noſes— 
Kiſſing with inſide lip——ſtopping the career 
Of laughter with a figh—(a note infallible 


Of 
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Of breaking honeſty)—horſing foot on foot— = 

Skulking in corners—wiſhing clocks more ſwift — 

Hours, minutes; the noon, midnight; and all eyes 

Blind with the pin and web, but theirs—theirs only, 

That would unſeen be wicked —1s this nothing ? 

Why then the world, and all that's in 't, is nothing; 

The covering ſky is nothing; Bohemia nothing; 

My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have theſe nothings, 

If this be nothing. The Winter's Tale, A. 1. SC. 2. 


= - Trifles light as air 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong 
As proofs from holy writ. Othello, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


What ſenſe had I of her ſtolen hours of luſt ? 

| ſaw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 

| flept the next night well, was free, and merry; 

I found not Caffio's kiſſes on her lips: 

He that is rohb'd, not wanting what is ſtolen, 

Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all. Jia. 


] had been happy, if the general camp, 

Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet body, 

So I had nothing known: O now for ever 

Farewel the tranquil mind! farewel contet!. 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewel ! 

Farewel the neighing ſeed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, the ear-piercing-fife, 
The royal. banner, and all quality, | 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war! 
And O, you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, - 
Farewel! Otbello's occupation's gone. Ibid. 


Had it pleaſed heaven 


To try me with affliction; had he rain'd 

All kind of ſores and ſnames on my bare head; 

dteep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 

Given to captivity me and my utmoſt hopes; 

I ſhould have found in ſome place of my ſoul. 

7 Top of patience : But, alas! to make me 
e 


figure for the time of Scorn 8 
E 5 To 
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N pr" ſlow unmoving finger at— 
Yet I could bear that too; well--very well: 

But there, where I have garner'd up my heart; 

Where either I muſt live, or bear no life ; 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence, 

Or keep it as a ciſtern for foul toads 

To knot and gender in! Turn thy complexion there 
Patience, thou young and roſe-lipp'd cherubim— 

Aye, there, look grim as hell! Ibid. A. 4. Sc. 2 


O thou weed ! 

Who art ſo lovely fair, and ſmell'ſt ſo ſweet, 

That the ſenſe aches at thee would thou had't 

Ne'er been born! Ibid, 


Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 
Made to write Whore upon ? What committed ! 
Committed ! O thou public commoner ! 

I ſhould make very forges of my cheeks, 

That would to cinders burn up modeſty, 

Did I but ſpeak thy deeds. t committed ! 
Heaven ſtops the noſe at it, and the moon winks; 
The bawdy wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 

Is huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth, 

And will not hear it. What committed | 
Impudent ſtrumpet ! Ibid, 


It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul 

Let me not name it to you, you chaſte ſtars ! 

It is the cauſe — Yet I'll not ſhed her blood, 

Nor ſcar that whiter ſkin of her's than ſnow, + 

And ſmooth as monumental alabaſter... 

Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more men. 

Put out the light, and then—put out the light! 

If I quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, 

I can again thy former light reſtore, 

Should I repent me: But once put out thy light, 

Thou cunning'ſt pattern of excelling nature, 

T know not where is that Promet bean heat 

That can thy light relumine. When J have pluck'd thy roſe, 
I cannot give it vital growth again; , 


id, 


* 
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needs muſt wither, Pl! ſmell it on the tree. 
) balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade 
Juſtice herſelf to break her ſword !—Once more 
ze thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
\nd love thee aſter.— Once more, and this the laſt. 
bo ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal. I muſt weep, 


But they are cruel tears : this ſorrow's heavenly ; | 
t frikes where it doth love. Ibid. A. 5. SC. 2. 


4% did tup her, aſk thy huſband elſe. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
0 this extremity — Thy huſband knew it all.. 
Nay, had ſhe been true, 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world. 
Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, 
d not have ſold her for it. Id. 


A JEW'S REVENGE; 

If it will feed nothing elſe, it will feed my re- 
venge, He hath diſgrac'd me, and hinder'd me half a 
million; laugh'd at my loſſes, mock'd at my gains, ſcorn'd 
my nation, thwarted my bargains, cooPd my friends, heated 
mine enemies, And what's his reaſon? I am a Jew. 
Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs, 
dimenſions, ſenſes, affections, paſſions ? fed with the ſame 
food, hurt with the ſame weapons, ſubjet to the ſame. 
diſeaſes, heal'd by the ſame means, warm'd and cool'd by 
the ſame winter and ſummer, as a Chriſtian is? If you — + 
us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh? if 
you poiſon us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, ſhall we- 
not revenge? If we are like you in the reſt, we will reſemble- 
you in that. If a Jew wrong a Chriſtian, what is his 
humility? Revenge. If a Chriſtian „ a Jew, what 
hould his ſufferance be by Chriſtian example ? Why, Re- 
venge. The villany you teach me, I will execute; and it 
ſhall go hard, but I will better the inſtruction. | 

The Merchant of Venice, A. 3. Sc. 1. 
Il have my bond, ſpeak not againſt my bond: 
ve ſworn an oath, that I will have my bond. 
Thou call'dſt me dog before thou had'it a cauſe ;. 


Aut, ſince I am a dog, beware my fangs, bid. A. 3. Sc. 3. 
e | Ft 
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Pl] have my bond; I will not hear thee ſpeak : 

III have my bond; and therefore ſpeak no more. 

I'll not be made a ſoft and dull-eyed fool, 

To ſhake the head, relent, and figh, and yield 

To Chriſtian interceſſors. Follow not; 

PI have no ſpeaking ; I will have my bond. 
| Ibid. A. 3. Sc. 3 


IMAGINATION. 


Lovers and madmen have ſuch ſeething brains, 
Sach ſhaping fantaſies, that 3 
More than cool reaſon ever comprehends. 
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact: 
One ſees more devils than vaſt hell can hold; 
The madman: while the lover, all as frantic, 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt. 
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven; 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to ſhape, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 
Such tricks hath ſtrong imagination, 
That, if he would but apprehend ſome joy, 
It comprehends ſome bringer of that joy; 
Or in the night, imagining ſome fear, 
How eaſy is a buſh ſuppos'd a hear! 
4 Midjammer Night's Dream, A. 5. SC. l. 


I MPATIENCE., 


——— Our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Ans ther moon: but oh, methinks, how flow 
This old moon wanes ! ſhe lingers my deſires, 
Like to a ſtepdaine, or a dowager, 
Long withering out a young man's revenue. 
Jbid. A. 1. Sc. 1. 


Let them come, 


They come like ſacrifices in their trim; 
And to the fire-eyed Maid of ſmoaky war, 


— 
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All hot and bleeding, will he offer them: 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar ſit, 

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire 

To hear this rich repriſal is ſo nigh, 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my horſe, 
Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt, 

Againſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry ſhall (not horſe to horſe) 

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corſe. 
O that Glendower were come! | 


* 


Henry IV. Part I. A. 4. Sc. 2. 


Oh, for a horſe with wings! hear'ſt thou, Piſanio? 
He is at Milford Haven. Read, and tell me 

How far tis thither. If one of mean affairs 

May plod it in a week, why may not I 

Glide thither in a day? Then, true Piſanio, 

Who long'| like me to ſee thy Lord; who long'ſt—— 
O let me *bate—but not like me—yet long'ſt, 

But in a fainter kind oh, not like me; 

For mine's beyond, beyond—Say, and ſpeak thick; 
Love's counſellor ſhould fill the bores of hearin 

To th' ſmoth'ring of the ſenſe how far it 1s 

To this ſame bleſſed Milford and, by the way, 

Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy, as 

J' inherit ſuch a haven. But, firſt 27 all. 

How may we ſteal from hence? and for the gap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence going 
Till our return, t' excuſe—but firſt, how get hence? 
Why ſhould excuſe be born, or ere begot ? 

W-1I talk of that hereafter. Prythee, ſpeak, 

How many ſcore of miles may we well = 

"Twixt hour and hour? Cymbeline, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


Why, one that rode to 's execution, man, 

Could never go ſo ſlow, I've heard of riding wagers, 

Where horſes have been nimbler than the ſands 

That run i' th? clock's behalf. But this is fool'ry. 

Go, bid my woman feign a ſickneſs ; ſay, 

She'll home t her father: and provide me preſently 

A riding-ſuit ; na coſtlier than would fit 

A Franklin's bouſewife. IBI. 
Gallop 
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Gallop apace, you footed ſteeds, 

Tow'rds Phæbus' manſton; ſuch a waggoner 

As Pha#ton would whip you to the weſt, 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

Spread thy cloſe curtain, love- performing night, 
That run-aways eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to theie arms, untalk'd of and unſeen, 
Lovers can ſee to do their am'rous rites 

By their own beauties ; or, if love be blind, 

It beſt agrees with night. Romeo and Fuliet, A. 3. Sc. 4. 


2 


IMPLACABILITY, 


You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 

And bid the main flood *bate his uſual height ; 
You may as well uſe queſtion with the wolf, 

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ;. 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 

To wag their high tops, and to make no noiſe, 
When they are fretted with the guſts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 

As ſeek to ſoften that (than which what's harder ?) 
His Jevoiſh heart. the. Merchant of Venice, A. 4. SC. 1. 


7] 2 » 


IMPUDENCE, 


———— | ne'er heard yet 
That any of thoſe bolder vices — 

Leſs impudence to gainſay what they did 
Than to perform it firſt. The Winter's Tale, A. z. Sc. 2. 


INCONSTANCY, 


Een as one heat another heat expels, 
Or as one nail by ſtrength drives out another; 
So-the remembrance, of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 
The {wa Gentlemen of Verona, A. 2. Sc. 4. 


Let till the woman take 

An elder than herſelf, ſo wears ſhe to him; 
So ſways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praiſe ourſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
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INCREDULITY. 

If in Naples 

I ſhould report this now, would they believe me? 

If I ſhould ſay I ſaw ſuch iſlanders, 

(For certes, theſe are people of the iſland) ; 

Who though they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 

Their manners are more gentle kind, than of 

Our human generation you ſhall find 

Many ; nay, almoſt any. The Tempeſt, A. 3. Sc. 3. 


INDULGENCE. 


As ſurfeit is the father of much faſt, 
So every ſcope by the immoderate uſe 
Turns to reſtraint : our natures do purſue, 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirſty evil; and, when we drink, we die. 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. . SC. 2. 


INFANT EXPOSED. 
—— - We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female baſtard hence, and that thou bear it 
To ſome remote and deſert place, quite out 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 
(Without more merey) to its own protection 
And favour of the climate. As by ſtrange fortune 
It came to us, I do in juſtice charge thee, - 
On thy ſoul's peril and thy body's torture, 
That thou commend it quay 4 to ſome place 
Where chance may nurſe or end it. 
The Winter's Tale, A. 2. Sc. 3. 


— ——  - Bloſſom, ſpeed thee well! 
There lie, and there thy character: there theſe, 
Which may, if fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, pretty one, 
And ftill reſt thine, The ſtorm begins; poor wretch, 
That for thy mother's fault art thus expos'd 
To loſs, and what may follow ! Weep I cannot, 
| But 
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But my heart bleeds : and moſt accurſt am I 
To be by oathenjoin'd to this. Farewel! 7big. A. 3. Sc.; 


INFATUATION. 


When we in our viciouſneſs grow hard, 

Oh miſery on't! the wiſe Gods ſeal our eyes 

In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errors, laugh at 's while we ſtrut 

To our confuſion, Antony and Cleopatra, A. 3. Sc. 10, 


INGRATITUDE, 


Blow, blow, thou winter kind, 
'Thou art not ſo unkind 

As man's ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

Altho' thy breath be rude. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, 
That doſt not bite ſo nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, ; \ 
Thy Hing is not ſo ſhar 

As friend remember'd not. 

As You Like It, A. 2. Sc. x, 


Yet you that hear me; | 
This from a dying man receive as certain: 
« When you are liberal of your loves and councils, 
Be ſure you be not looſe ; for thoſe you make friende, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The teaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from you, never found again 
But where they mean to fink ye.” 8 
Henry VIII. A. 2. Sc. 1. 


Heavens! have I ſaid the bounty of this Lord! 

How many prodigal bits have ſlaves and peaſants 

This night englutted! Who is not 77mon's ? 

What heart, head, ſword, force, means, but is Lord Timon's 
Great 7imon's, noble, worthy, royal 7imon's ? 

Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, 

The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made: 


Feaſt 


1. 


That all the world ſhall 
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Feaſt won - faſt loſt; one cloud of winter ſhowers, 
Theſe flies are couched. . Timon of Athens, A. 2. SC. 2. 


=—— 'Theſe old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldom flows; 
Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
And Nature, as it grows again toward earth, 
Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy, Ibid. 


Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou ſhew*ſt thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter! King Lear, A. 1. Sc. 4. 


Thy fiſter's naught: oh! Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindneſs like a vulture here, ; 
Tid. A. 2. Sc. 11. 


You ſee me here, you Gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 
If it be you that ſtir theſe daughters” hearts 
_ their father, fool me not ſo much 
T9 bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger; 
O let not women's weapons, water- drops, 
Stain my man's Cheeks. No, you unnat'ral hags, 
Iwill have ſuch revenges on you both, | 
I will do ſuch things, 
What they are, yet I know not ; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep . 
No, I'll not weep. I have full cauſe of weeping. 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand flaws 
Ur ere I weep. O fool! I ſhall go mad. 

bid. A. 2. Sc. 12. 


- 


INHUMANITY, 


To load a falling man. King Henry VIII. A. 5. Sc. 5. 


INNOCENCE. 
— 0] a cherubim 
hou waſt, that did preſerve me: Thou didſt ſmile, 
nfufed with a fortitude from heaven, 


(When I have deck'd the ſea with drops full falt; 


> 
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Under my burthen groan'd) ; which rais'd in me 
An undergoing ſtomach, to bear up 
Againſt what ſhould enſue. The Tempeſt, A. 1. Sc. 


| I have mark'd 

A thouſand bluſhing apparitions 

To ſtart into her face; a thouſand innocent ſhames 
In angel whiteneſs hear away thoſe bluſhes ; 

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 

To burn the errors that theſe princes hold 

Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a fool; 

Truſt not my reading, nor my obſervations, 

Which with experimental ſeal doth warrant 

The tenour of my book; truſt not my age, 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 

If this ſweet lady lie not guiltleſs here, 

Under ſome biting error. 

Much Ado about Nathing, A. 4. Sc. 1 


Since what I am to ſay muſt be but that 

Which contradicts my accuſation ; and 

The teſtimony on my part no other 

But * comes from myſelf; it ſhalt ſcaree boot me 
To ſay, Not guilty: mine integrity, 

Boing bee dall. 4 expreſs it, 

Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, if powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 

I doubt not then but Innocence ſhall make 

Falſe Aceuſation bluſh, and Tyranny 

Tremble at Patience.— You, my Lord, beſt know, 
Who leaſt will ſeem to do fo, my paſt life 


Hath been as continent, 2 chaſte, as true, Th 
As I am now unhappy ; which B more — Th 
Than hiſtory can pattern, though devis'd . pu 
And play'd to take ſpectators. For behold me * 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe Th 
A moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter, He 
The mother to a hopeful prince, here kanding No 
To prate and talk for life and honour, fore Di 
Who pleaſe to come and hear. For life, J prize it As 
As I weigh grief which I would ſpare : for honour, By 


*Tis a derivative from me to mine, 


9 | 
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nd only that I ſtand for. I appeal 

o your own conſcience, Sir, before Polixenes 

ame to your court, how I was in your grace, 

ow merited to be ſo ; ſince he came, 

jth what encounter ſo uncurrent I 

Have ſtrain'd t' appear thus; if one jot beyond 

he bounds of honour, or in act, or will 

hat way inclining, harden'd be the hearts 

f all that hear me, and my neareſt of kin 

ry, Fie! upon my grave. The Winter's Tale, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


C. 


he ſilence often of pure innocence | 
Perſuades when ſpeaking fails, Bid. A. 2. SC. 2. 


Ve were as twinn'd lambs, that did friſk i“ th* ſun, 
Apd bleat the one at th* other: what we chang'd, 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
„be doctrine of ill-doing ; no, nor dream'd 
That any did : had we purſued that life, | 
And our weak ſpirits ne er been higher rear'd | 
With ſtronger bl » we ſhould have anſwer'd heaven 
Boldly, Not guilty ; th' impofition clear d | 
Hereditary ours. Ibid. A. 1. Sc. a. 


Falſe to his bed! what is it to be falſe? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 

To weep twixt clock and clock? if ſleep charge nature 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myſelf awake? That's falſe to 's bed! is 't? 


Cymbeline, A. 3. SC. 4 


INTECRETY. 


There is a kind of character in thy life, 

That to th' obſerver doth thy hiſtory 

Fully unfold ; thyſelf and thy belongings 

Are not thine own ſo proper, as to waſte 

Thyſelf upon thy virtues; they on thee. 

Heay'n doth with us, as we with torches do, 

Not light them for themſelves : for if our virtues 

Did not go forth of us, twere all alike | 

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd,. 
but to fine iſſues: nor Nature never lends 
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The ſmalleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 

But, like a thrifty goddeſs ſhe determines 

Herſelf the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and uſe, Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 1. Se. 1, 


INTEMPERANCE., 


——— Boundleſs intemperance 
In nature is a tyranny : it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne, 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſeem cold ; the time you may ſo hoodwink, 
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That vulture in you to devuur ſo many 
As will to greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 
Finding it ſo inclin'd. Macbeth, A. 4. Se.; 


INVECTLIVE. 
I calld thee then vain flouriſh of my fortune, 
I call'd thee then poor ſhadow, painted queen, 
The preſentation of but what I was ; 
The flatt'ring index of a direful page; 
One heav'd on high, to be hurl'd down below: 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes; 
A dream of what thou waſt ; a gariſh flag, 
To be the aim of ev'ry dangerous ſhot ; 
A ſign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A queen in jeſt, only to fill the ſcene. 
Where is thy huſband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children? wherein doſt thou joy ? 
Who ſues and kneels, and ſays, God fave the queen? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee ? 
Decline all this, and ſee what now thou arts 
For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 
For one being ſued to, one that humbly ſues ; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care; 
For one that ſcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 


| Thus 


hus 
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ws hath the courſe of juſtice wheel'd about, 
nd left thee but a very prey to time; 

wing no more but thought of what thou wert, 

0 torture thee the more, being what thou art. | 


INVITATION TO LOVE. 
e birds chaunt melody on every buſh ; 
The ſnake lies rolled in the cheerful ſun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
nd make a chequer'd ſhadow on the ground. 
der their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, - 
id whilſt the babbling Echo mocks the hougds, 
teplying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
if a double hunt were heard at once, 

us fit down, and mark their yelling noiſe : 
| after conflict, ſuch as was — 
be wandering prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
hen with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpris'd, 
nd curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave; 
Ne may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
Our er done) poſſeſs a golden ſlumber; 

tilt hounds and horns, and ſweet melodious birds, 
unto us as 15 a nurſe's ſon 


If lullaby, to bring her babe aſleep. 
Titus Andronicus, A. 2. Sc. 4. 
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INVOCATION. 

) for a muſe of fire, that would aſcend 

e brighteſt heaven of invention! 

kingdom for a ſtage, princes to act 

d monarchs to behold the ſwelling ſcene ! 

den ſhould the warlike Harry, like himſelf, 

lame the port of Mars ; __ at his heels, 

al'd in like hounds, ſhould famine, ſword, and fire, 
ouch for employment. King Henry J. Prol. 


The raven himſelf is hoarſe, 

at croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 

Ker my battlements. Come, you ſpirits 
tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 
Wl me, from the crown to the toe, top full 


Of 
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Of direſt cruelty ! Make thick my blood, 


Stop up the acceſs and paſſage to remorſe ; 

That no compunctious viſitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it! Come to my woman's breaſts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring miniſters, 
Wherever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances _ 

You wait on nature's miſchief! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell, 

'That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes : 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold! Hold! Macbeth, A. 1. Sc. , 


JUDGMENT. 
l ſee men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 
To ſuffer all alike. Antony and Cleopatra, A. 3. Sc. 11, 


| JUSTICE.” 

Remember March—the ides of March remember! 
Did not great Julius bleed for juftice ſake ? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
And not for juſtice ? What ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers ; ſhall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes, 

And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large honours, 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus? 

J had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 

Than ſuch a Roman. Julius Ceſar, A. 4. Sc.]. 


I not deny 

The jury, paſſing on the priſoner's life, 

May, in the ſworn twelve, have a thief or two, 
Guiltier than him they try. What's open made to juſtice, 
That juſtice ſeizes on. What know the laws, | 
'That thieves do paſs on thieves? *Tis very pregnant. 
The jewel that we find, we ſtoop and take 't, 

Becauſe we fee it ; but what we do not ſee, 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not ſo extenuate his offence, 


For 


Il 


ice, 
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For I have had fuch faults; but rather tell me, - 
When 1, that cenſure him, do ſo offend. 
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 
And nothing come unpartial. 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


The Gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inſtruments to ſcourge us. Xing Lear, A. 5. Sc. 5. 


KING-KILLING, 
If I could find example 
of thouſands, that had ſtruck anointed kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't ; but fince 
Nor braſs, nor ſtone, nor parchment, bears not one; | 
t villany itſelf forſwear *t. 
The Winter's Tale, A. 2. SC. 2 ; 


KINGS, 
———- For within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 
Keeps Death his court: and there the antic fits 


MWcoffing his tate, and grinning at his pomp 


Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene 
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks ; 
lafuſing him with ſelf and vain conceit, 

As if this fleſh, which walls about our life, 

Were braſs impregnable : and, humour'd thus, 
Comes at the laft, and with a little pin 

bores through his caſtle-walls, and—farewell, king ! 
Cover your heads, and. mock not fleſh and blood 
With ſolemn rev'rence: throw away reſpect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty ; 

fer yoa have but miſtook me all this while: 

lire on bread like you, feel want like you, 

Taſte grief, need friends, like you: ſubjected thus, 
tlow can you ſay to me, I am a * 


ichard II. A. 3. Se. 2. 


The ſingle and peculiar life is bound 

With all the ſtrength and armour of the mind, 
To keep itſelf from *noyance ; but much more 
That ſpirit upon whoſe weal depend and reft 
The lives of many, The ceaſe of majeſty 
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Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it with it: it is a maſſy wheel 
Fix'd on the ſummit of the higheſt mount, 


To whoſe huge ſpokes ten thouſand lefler things M 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls, M 
Each ſmall annexment, petty conſequence, II 
Attends the boiſterous ruin. Never alone Nt 
Did the king figh, but with a general groan N. 
Hamlet, A. 2. Sc.; 
KINGDOM. 
When Lenity and Cruelty play for a kingdem, | T 
The gentleſt gameſter is the ſooneſt winner. A 
Henry J. A. 3. Sc. 6, Ba 
KNOWLEDGE HURTFUL, 80 
— "There may be in the cup 
3 A ſpider ſteep'd; and one may drink, depart, 
And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected: but if one . 4 Ob 
Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known Th 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his ſides, Ti 
With violent hefts The Winter's Tale, A. 2. Sc. 1. NM. 
LABOUR. 
Wearineſs 
Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſty floth 05 
Finds the down pillow hard. Cymbeline, A. 3. Sc.). na 
THE LAW. in 
We muſt not make a ſcare-crow of the law, the 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, ſea 


And let it keep one ſhape, till cuſtom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 
Meafure for Meaſure, A. 2. SC. l. 
———Pity is the virtue of the law, 
And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly. 
| Timon of Athens, A. 3. SC. 5. 
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\ have not ſto pt mine ears to their demands, 
Nor poſted off their ſuits with flow delays: 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 
My mildneſs hath allay'd their ſwelling griefs, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears. 
have not been deſirous of their wealth, 
Nor much oppreſt them with great ſubſidies, 
Nor forward of * though they much err'd. 
ing Henry VI. Part III. A. 4. Sc. 9. 


LIT B. 
Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſt day a cloud; 
And after Summer evermore ſucceeds 
Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping cold. 
So cares and joys abound, as ſeaſons fleet. 
King Henry VI. Part II. A. 2. Sc. 4. 


LIFE LOATHED. 
Oh ſovereign miſtreſs of true melancholy ! 
The poiſonous damp of night diſpunge upon me, 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 
1, ay hang no longer on me. 
Antony and Cleopatra, A. 4. SC. 7, 


LOQUACITY, 


Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more than any 
7 nan in all Venice: his reaſons are as two = of wheat hid 
in two buſhels of chaff; you ſhall ſeek all day ere you find 
them, and when you have them, they are not worth the 
ſearch, The Merchant of Venice, A. I. SC. 1. 


LOVE, 


1. Things baſe and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranſpoſe to form and dignity : 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; 
. $ And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind : 
Nor hath Love's mind of any judgment taſte; 
Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haſte. 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a child, 
becauſe in choice he is ſo oft beguil'd. 
As waggiſh boys themſelves in game forſwear, 
9 the boy Love is perjur'd every where. 
A * Night's Dream, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


It 


* 


C. 2. 
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It boots thee not | 

To be in love, where ſcorn is bought with groans ; 

Coy looks, with heart-ſore ſighs; one fading moment's mirth, 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights. 

If haply won, perhaps, an hapleſs gain : 

If loſt, why then a grievous labour won; 

However, but a folly bought with wit ; 


Or elſe a wit by folly vanquiſhed. Th 
The Tawo Gentlemen of Verona, A. 1. Sc. II 

— Writers ſay, as the moſt forward bud As 

Is eaten by the canker, ere it blow; But 
Even ſo by love the young and tender wit Th 
Is turn'd to folly, blaſting in the bud ; Th 


Loſing his verdure even in the prime, 


And all the fair effects of future hopes. 16d. A. 1. Sc. Hrn 


Phat life is alter'd now; Th. 
I have done penance ſor contemning Love; Wh 
Whoſe high imperious thoughts have puniſh'd me Loy 
With bitter faſts, with penitential groans, Swe 
With nightly tears, ws daily heart-ſore ſighs: ['0c 
For in revenge of my contempt of Love, For 
Love hath chac'd ſleep from my enthralled eyes, | fe 
And made them — 45 of mine own heart's forrow. II 
O gentle Protheus, Love's a mighty lord; As 
And hath ſo humbled me, as I confeſs, Thi 
There is no woe to his correction; 

Nor to his ſervice, no ſuch joy on earth. Let 
Now no diſcourſe, except it be of love ; Vf 
| Now can I break my faſt, dine, ſup, and ſleep, A 
Upon the very naked name of Love. Ibid. A. 2. Sc. 4M; 
It 1s to be all made of fantaſy, * 
All made of paſſion, and all made of wiſhes ; In 
All adoration, duty, and obſervance ; Vo 


All hymblenefs, all patience, and impatience ; 
All purity, all trial, all obſervance. 


As You Like It, A. 5. Sc. l. ei. 

Baſe men, being in love, have then a nobility in their ir 
natures, more than is native to them. Orhelle, A. 2. Sc. l. Nh. 
There's beggary in the love that can be reckoned. 


Antony and Cleopatra, A. 1. - b 
_— te 
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I tell thee I am mad 
la Creſſid's love: thou anſwereſt ſhe is fair; 
pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart 
er eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait; her voice 
Handlieſt in thy diſcourſe :=O that her hand ! 
In whoſe compariſon all whites are mk, 
Writing their own reproach ; to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 
The cygnet's down is harſh, and ſpirit of ſenſe 
Hard as the palm of ploughman! This thou tell'ſt me, 
As true thou tell'ſt me, when I ſay, I love her; | 
But ſaying thus, inſtead of oil and balm, 
Thou layeſt, in every gaſh that love hath given me, 
The knife that made it. Troilus and Creſida, A. 1. SC. 1. 


— ExpeQation whirls me round. 
The imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, 
That it enchants my ſenſe, What will it be, 
When that the watry palate taſtes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar? Death! I fear me, 
Swooning deſtruction, or ſome joy too fine, 
Loo ſubtle, potent, tun'd too ſharp in ſweetneſs, 
For the capacity ef my ruder powers: 
| fear it much; and I do fear beſides, 
[That I ſhall Joſe diſtinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. Ibid. A. 3. SC. 2, 


Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide arch 

Of the rang'd empire fall! Here is my ſpace, 

kingdoms are clay; our dungy earth alike 

Feeds beaſts as man: the — of life 

to do thus, when ſuch a mutual pair, [ embracing. 
And ſuch a twain can do 't; in which, I bind, 

n pain of puniſhment, the world to weet, 

Ve ſtand up peerleſs. Antony and Cleopatra, A. 1. SC. 1. 


Love is a ſmoke rais'd with a fume of ſighs ; 


c. l. Weing purg'd, a fire ſparkling in lovers“ eyes; 


being vext, a ſea nouriſh'd with lovers? tears; 
Viat is it elſe? A madneſs moſt diſcreet, 
\ caoaking gall, and a preſerving ſweet. 
Romeo and Fuliet, A. 1. Sc. 2. 


FI | LOVE 
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LOVE DISSEMBLED. 


Think not I love him, though I aſk for him; 
»Tis but a peeviſh boy, yet he talks well. 
But what care I for <A of Yet words do well, 
When he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thoſe that hear: 
It is a pretty youth—not very pretty : : 
But ſure he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him, 
He'll make a proper man : the beſt thing in him 
Is his complexion ; and faſter than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up : 
He is not very tall, yet for his years he's tall: 
His leg is but ſo ſo, and yet 'tis well: 
There was a pretty redneſs in his lip, 
A little riper and more luſty red 
Than that mix'd in his cheek ; *twas juſt the difference 
Betwixt the conſtant red and mingled damaſk. 
There be ſome women, Syl/wzs, bad they mark'd him 
In parcels, as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him ; but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not : and yet 
T have more cauſe to hate him than to love him ; 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He ſaid, mine eyes were black, and my hair black; 
And, now I am remember'd, ſcorn'd at me: 
I marvel, why I anſwer'd not again; 
But that's all one, omittance is no quittance. 
As You Like It, A. 3. S.4 


LOVE INSPIRED BY PEACE. 
—— 0, my Lord, 
When you went onward on this ended aQtion, 
I look'd upon her with a ſoldier's eye: 
That lik'd, but had a rougher taſk in hand 
Than to drive liking in the name of Love: 
But now I am return'd, and that war- thoughts 
Have left their places vacant; in their rooms 
Come thronging ſoft and delicate deſires, 
All prompting me how fair young Zero is; 
Saying I lik'd her ere I went to wars, 
Much Ado about Nothing, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


LOVE IN WOMEN. 
here is no woman's ſides 


Cu 


The Beauties of Shakspeare. 101 


Can bear the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 

As love doth give my heart: no woman's heart 

so big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 

Alas ! their love may be call'd appetite ; 

No motion of the liver, but the palate, 

That ſuffers ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt : 

But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 

And can digeſt as much. Make no compare 

Between that love a woman can hear me, 

And that I owe Olivia. Twvelfth Night, A. 2. SC. 3. 


LOVE MESSENGER. 


There is alighted at hs gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignify th' approaching of his lord, 
From whom he bringeth ſennble regreets ; 
To wit, beſides commends and courteous breath, 
Gifts of rich value: yet, I nave not ſeen 
So likely an ambaſſador of love. 
A day in Arril never came fo ſweet, 
To ſhew how coftly ſummer was at hand, 
As tlits fore-{purrer comes before his lord. 
The Merchant of Venice, A. 2. SC. 9. 


LOVE UNSOUGH T. 

O, what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 

In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
. A murd”rous guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon, 
Ttan love that would ſeem hid: love's night is noon, 
Ce/ario, by the roſes of the ſpring, | 
My maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
| love thee ſo, that maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit nor reaſon can my paſſion hide. 
Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe ; 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe : 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; 
Love ſought is good; but given unſought, is better. 

- Twelfth Night, A. 3. Sc. 1. 


LOVER, 
If thou remember*ſt not the ſligh vſt folly 
That ever love did make thee run into; 
F 3 


: Thou 


102 The Beauties of Shakspeare. 


Thou haſt not lov'd. 
Or, if thou haſt not ſat, as I do now, 
Wearying the hearer in thy miſtreſs praiſe, 
Thou hait not lov'd. 
Or, if thou haſt not broke from company 

Abruptly, as my paſſion now makes me, 

Thou haſt not lov'd, As You Like It, A. 2. Sc. 


— — O, ſo light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlaſting flint. 
A lover may beſtride the goſſamer 
That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 
And yet not fall, ſo light is vanity. 


Romeo and Juliet, A. 2. Sc. 6. 


LOVER'S cOM MEN DPAT IOX. 


What you do, 

Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, (ſweet), 
I'd have you do it ever; when you ſing, 

I'd have you buy and ſell ſo; ſo give alms ; 

Pray ſo; and for the ord'ring your affairs, 

To fing them too. When you do dance, I wiſh you 

A wave o' th' ſea, that you might ever do 

Nothing but that; move ſtill, ſtill ſo, 

And own no other function. Each your doing, 

So ſingular in each particular, 

Crowns what you're doing in the preſent deeds, 

That all your acts are queens. 


The Winter's Tale, A. 4. SC. 3. 


LOVER'S HKERAL D. 


—— Love's heralds ſhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times faſter glide than the ſun-beams, 
Driving back ſhadows over low'ring hills. 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Cupid wings. 
Romes and Juliet, A. 3. S. 5. 


LOVER'S Vow. 
I ſwear to thee by Cupid's ftrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt arrow with the golden head, 
By the ſimplicity of Venus doves, 
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By that which knitteth ſouls, and proſpers loves; 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queen, 
When the falſe Trojan under ſail was ſeen; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke ; 
In number more than ever woman ſpoke ; 
ln that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 
A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


ST AST To 


Mine honeſty and I begin to ſquare; 
The loyalty, well held to fools, docs make 
Our faith mere folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord, 
Does conquer him that did his maſter conquer, 
And earns a place i“ th” ſtory. 
Antony and Cleopatra, A. 3. SC. 9. 


LUXURY. 


You're too indulgent. Let us grant, it is not 

Amiſs to tumble on the bed of Prolemy, 

To give a kingdom for a mirth, to fit 

And keep the turn of tipling with a ſlave, 

To reel the ſtreets at noon, and ſtand the buffet 

With knaves that ſmell of ſweat ; ſay this becomes him; 
As his compoſure muſt be rare, indeed, 

Whom theſe things cannot blemiſh ; yet muſt Antony 
No way excuſe his foils, when we do bear 

do great weight in his lightneſs. If he fill'd 

His vacancy with his voluptuouſneſs ; 

Full ſurfeits, and the dryneſs of his bones, 

Call on him for 't: but to confound ſuch time, 

That drums him from his ſport, and ſpeaks as loud 
As his own ſtate, and ours; 'tis to be chid, 

As we rate boys, who, being mature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their preſent pleaſure, 


And ſo rebel to judgment. Ibid. A. 1. Sc. 5. 


MACBETH'S CHARACTER, 
Yet do I fear thy nature; 


It is too full o' the milk of human kindneſs, 
To catch the neareſt way: thou wouldſt be great; 
Art not without ambition, but without 
F 4 5...” a 
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The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou wouldſt highly, 
That wouldſt thou holily: wouldſt not play falſe, 

And yet wouldſt wrongly win: thou 'dt have great Canis 
That which cries, Thus thou muſt do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou doſt fear to do, 

Thou wiſneſt ſhould be undone. Macbeth, A. 1. Sc. 5. 


MADNESS. 
By mine honeſty, 
If ſhe be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her nadne{s hith the od leſt frame of ſenſe ; 
Such a dependency'of thing on thing, 
As eber I heard in mada fs. 

NMeaſure fer Meaſure, A. 5. Se. l. 

Alack, 'tis he: why, he was met e'en now 
As mad as the vext fea; ſinging aloud ; 
Crown'd with rank fumiter and furrow-weeds, 
With burdocks, hemlock, nettle, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that 2 | 


In our ſuſtaining corn. ing Lear, A. 4. Sc. 4. 


O what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! 

'The courtier's, ſoldier's, ſcholar's, eye, tongue, {word ; 
Th' expectancy and roſe of the fair ſtate, 

'The glaſs of faſhion, and the mould of form, 

Th' obſerv'd of all obſervers! Quite, quite down! 
I am of ladies moſt deject and wretched, 

That ſuck'd the honey of his muſic vows : 

Now ſec that noble and moſt ſov'reign reaſon, 

Like ſweet bells jangled out of tune, and harſh ; 
Thac unmatch'd form, and feature of blown youth, 
Blaſted with ecſtaſy, O, woe is me! 

T' have ſeen what J have ſeen; ſee what I ſee. 


Hamlet, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


MAGISTRATE, 
He who the ſword of heaven will bear, 
Should be as holy as ſevere: 
Pattern in himſelf to know, 
Grace to ſtaial, and virtue go; 
More nor lefs to others paying, 
Than by ſelt-offences weighing, 

Shame 


= nj Sw. CO — — 2 OO 


„ [ > Dat _—__ <2 ws wh pa 


E 


The Beauties of Shakspeare. 105 


Shame on him, whoſe cruel ſtriking 

Kills for faults of his own liking ! 

Twice treble ſhame to Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow ! 

Oh, what may man within him hide, 

Tho' angel on the outward fide ! 

How may that likeneſs made in crimes, 

Making practice on the times, 

Draw with idle ſpider's firings 

Moſt pond'rous and {ſubſtantial things! 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 3. SC. 2. 


MAIlD'S HONOUR. 


The honour of a maid is her name, and no 
legacy 1s ſo rich as honeſty. 
Alls Well that Ends Well, A. 3. Sc. 5. 


MALICE, 


Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice, nouriſhment, . 
Dare bite the beſt. ' King Henry FEI. A. 5 Sc. 5 


M AN. 
This man, lady, hath robb'd many beaſts of their par- 
ticular additions; he is valiant as the lion, churliſh as the 
bear, ſlow as the elephant; a man into whom Nature hath 
ſo crowded humours, that his valour is cruſhed into folly, 
his folly ſauced with diſcretion: there is no man hath a 
virtue, that he hath not a glympſe of; nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries ſome ſtain of it : he is melancholy 
without cauſe, and -merry againſt the hair : he hath the 
Joints of every thing ; but every thing ſo out of joiut, that 
he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no uſe; or pur- 

blinded Argus, all eyes and no ſight. 
Troilus and Creſfſida, A. 1. SC. 2. 


——— Do you know what a man is? Ts not birth, 
beauty, good ſhape, diicourſe, manhood, learning, gentle- 
neſs, virtue, youth, liberality, and ſuch like, the ſpice and 
falt that ſeaſon a man? 1d. 


He was a man, take him for all in all, 
1 thall not look upon his like again. IIamlet, A. 1. Sc. 2 
4 On 
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Oft it chances, in ſome particular men, 
That for ſome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth (wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot chuſe its origin) 

By the o'er-growth of ſome complexion, | 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reaſon ; 
Or by ſome Fabit that too much o'er-leavens 

The form of plauſive manners; that theſe men 
Carrying, I ſay, the ſtamp of one defect; 

Being nature's livery, or fortune's ſtar ; 

Their virtues elſe (be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man can undergo) 

Shall in the general cenſure take corruption 

From that particular fault. The dram of baſe 
Doth all the noble ſubſtance of worth out, 

'To his own ſcandal, Hamlet, A. 1. Sc. 4. 


What a piece of work is man! How noble in reaſon! 
How infinite in faculties! In form and moving, how 
expreſs and admirable! In action, how like an angel! 
In apprehenſion, how like a god! The beauty of the world! 
'The paragon of animals. Ibid. A. 2. Sc. 2. 


What is man, 

If his chief good, and market of his time, 

Be but to ſleep and feed? A beaſt; no man; 

Sure he that made us with ſuch large diſcourſe, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 

That capability and godlike reaſon, 

To fuſt in us unuſed. 1bid. A. 4. Sc. 4 


MANS PRE-EMINENCE. 


There's nothing ſituate under heaven's eye, 
But hath its bounds in earth, in ſea, in ſky : 
The beaſts, the fiihes, and the winged fowla, 
Are their males' ſubjects, and at their controuls. 
Man, more divine, the maſter of all theſe, 
Lords of the wide world, and wide watry ſeas, 
Inducd with intellectual ſenſe and ſoul, 

Of more pre-eminenee than fiſh and fowl, 


— 
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Are maſters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 
Tie Comedy of Errors, A. 2. Sc, 1+ 


MARKS OF A LOVER. 


A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye and 
ſunken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable ſpirit, 
which you have not; a beard neglected, which you have 
not :—but I pardon you for that, for ſimply your 2 
no beard is a younger brother's revenue: — Then your hoſe 
ſhould be ungartered, your bonnet unbanded, your ſleeve 
unbuttoned, your ſhoes untied, and every thing about you 
demonſtrating a carelefs deſolation : but you are no ſuch 
man ; you are rather point device in your accoutrements, 
as loving yourſelf, than ſeeming the lover of any other. 

As You Like It, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


Firſt, you have learn'd, like Sir Pretheus, to 
wreath your arms, like a male-content ; to reliſh a love- 
ſong, like a Robin Redbreaſt ; to walk alone, like one that 
had the peſtilence ; to ſigh like a ſchool- boy, that had loſt 
his ABC; to weep like a young wench that had buried 
her grandam ; to faſt like one that takes diet; to watch 
like one that fears robbing ; to ſpeak puling, like a beggar 
at Hallowmas. You were wont, when you laugh'd, to crow 
like a cock ; when you walk'd, to walk like one of the 
lions: when you faſted, it was preſently after dinner; when 
you look'd ſadly, it was for want of money: and now you 
are ſo. metamorphos'd with a miſtreſs, that when I look on 
you, I can hardly think you my maſter. 

The Tao Gentlemen of Verona, A. 2. SC. 1. 


MARRIAGE. 


The worthleſs peaſants bargain for their wives, 
As market-men for oxen, ſheep, or horſe: 
But marriage 15 a matter of more worth 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyſhip. 
For what is wedlock forced but a hell, 
An age of diſcord and continual {fe ? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 
And is a pattern of celeſtial peace. 

King Henry VI. Part I. A. 5. Sc. 6. 
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For know, Iago, 

But that I love the gentle De/Jemona, 

I would not my unhouſed free condition 

Put into circumſcription and confine, 

For the ſea's worth, Orhello, A. 1. Sc. 4 


The hearts of old gave hands ; 
But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts. 
Tbid. A. 3. SC. 4. 


The inſtances that ſecond marriage move, 

Are baſe reſpects of thrift, but none of love. 

A ſecond time 1 kill my huſband dead, 

When ſecond huſband kiſſes me in bed. Hamlet, A. 2. Sc. 2. 


MARTLET. 


This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 
By his lov'd maſonry, that the heavens breath. 
Smells wooingly here : no jutty frieze, 
Buttreſs, nor coigne of *vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle : 
Where they moſt breed and haunt, I have obſerv'd 
'The air is delicate. Macbeth,. A. I. Sc. 6, 


MEDIG@GCRITY.. 


For aught ] ſee, they are as fick, that ſurfeit with 
too much, as they that ſtarve with nothing; therefore it i 
no mean haprineſs to be ſeated in the mean. — Superfluity 
comes ſooner by white hairs; hut competency lives longer. 
The Merchant of Venice, A, 1. Sc. 2. 


MEEKNESS. 
[Dove and meekneſs, Lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition: 
Win ſtraying ſouls with modeſty again; 
Caſt none away. a King Henry VIII. A. 5. Se. 5, 


MEETING OF LOVERS, 
It gives me wonder, great as my content, 
'To ſee you here before me. O my ſoul's joy ! 
If after every tempeſt come ſuch calms, 


May 
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May the winds blow till they have waken'd death! 
and let the labouring bark climb hills of ſeas, 


Olynpus-high ; and duck = as low, 

As Hell's from Heaven! If I were now to die, 

Twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear, 

My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 

Succeeds in unknown fate. Othello, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


MELANCHOLY. 


I have neither the ſcholar's melancholy, which is emula- 
tion; nor the muſician's, which is fantaſtical ; nor the cour- 
tier's, which is proud; nor the ſoldier's, which is ambitious; 
nor the lawyer's, which is politic; nor the lady's, which is. 
nice; nor the lover's, which is all theſe : but it is a me- 
lancholy of mine own, compounded of many ſimples, ex- 
tracted from many objects, and indeed the ſundry contem- 
plation of my travels, in which my often rumination wraps 


me in a- moſt humorous ſadneſs. As You Like It, A. 4. SC. 1, 


O Melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom ? find 

The ooze, to ſhew what coaſt thy ſluggiſh carrack 

Might eas lieſt harbour in? Cymbeline, A. 4. SC. 4. 


This is mere madneſs ; 

And thus awhfle the fit will work on him: 

Anon, as patient as the female dove, 

Ere that her golden couplets are diſclos'd, 

His ſilence will fit drooping. Hamlet, A. 5. Sc. 2. 


MELANCHOLY S$TORLES. 


In Winter's tedious nights, fit by the fire 

Wich good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 

Of wor ful ages, long ago betide: 

And ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 

Tell thou the lamentable-tall of me, 

And ſend the hearers weeping to their beds. 
King Richard II. A. 5. Se. 1. 


MENACE, 
Thou injurious Tribune! 


Within thine eyes ſet twenty thouſand deaths, 


In 


* 
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In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, 
In thy lying tongue both numbers; I would ſay, 

Thou ly'ſt! unto thee, with a voice as free 

As I do pray the gods. Coriolanus, A. 3. Sc.; 


MERCY. 


No ceremony that to great ones longs, 
Not the King's crown, nor the deputed ſword, 
The Marſhal's truncheon, nor the Judge's robe, 
Become them with one half ſo. good a grace, 
As mercy does : if he had been as you, 
And you as he, you would have ſlipt like him; 
But he, like you, would not have been ſo fern. 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 2. Sc. i. 


—— —Alas! alas! 
Why, all the ſouls that are were fogfeit once ; 
And he, that might the *vantage beſt have took, 
Found out the remedy, How would you be, 
If he, which is the top of judgment, ſhould 
But judge you as you are? Oh, think on that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 1bid. A. 2. Sc. 1, 


The quality of mercy is not ſtrain'd ; | 

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven; 

Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleſs'd; 

It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 

Tis mightieſt in the mightieſt; it becomes 

The throned monarch better than his crown : 

His ſceptre ſhews the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majeſty, 

Wherein doth ſit the dread and fear of kings: 

But mercy is above this ſceptred ſway; 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings ; 

It is an attribute to God himſelf; 

And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 

When mercy ſeaſons juſtice. Therefore, Jew,. 

Tho? juftice be thy plea, conſider this, 

That in the courſe of juſtice none of us 

Should ſee ſalvation. We do pray for mercy ; 

And that ſame prayer doth teach us all to render 

The deeds of mercy. The Merchant of Ventse, A. 4. SC. ; 
Witt 
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Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful. 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 
Titus Andronicus, A. 1. Sc. 2 


MERMAID. 


| Thou remember'ſt, 
Since once I ſat upon a promontory, 
And heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back, 
That the rude ſea grew civil at her ſong, 
And certain ſtars ſhot madly from their ſpheres, 
To hear the ſea-maid's muſic. 


A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 2. SC. 1. 


MERRY MAN. 

A merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

| never ſpent an hour's talk withal. 

His eye begets occaſion for his wit; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jeſt ; 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expoſitor] 


| Delivers in ſuch apt and gracious words, 


That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite raviſhed ; 
So ſweet and voluble is his diſcourſe. 


Lowe's Labour Loft, A. 2. SC. bs 


MESSENGER. 


——— After him came ſpurring hard 
A gentleman almoſt foreſpent with ſpeed, 
That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horſe: 
He aſk'd the way to 8 and of him 

I did demand the news from Shrewſbury. 

He told me that rebellion had ill-luck, 

And that young Harry Pefcy's ſpur was cold. 

With that he gave lus able horſe the head, 

And, bending forward, ftruck his agile heels 

Up to the rowel-head ; and ſtarting ſo, 

He ſeem'd in running to devour the way, 


Stayiag no longer queſtion, Henry IV. Part II. A. 1. Sc. 3. 
| MESSENGER 
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MESSENGER WITH BAD NEWS, 


Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume, 
So looks the ſtrond, whereon th' imperious flood 
Hath left a witneſs'd uſurpation. 

Thou trembleſt, and the whiteneſs in thy cheek. 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand, 
Ev'n ſuch a man, ſo taint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, ſo dead in look, ſo woe-begone, 
Uttering ſuch dulcet and harmonious breath, 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 


And would have told him half his Troy was burn'd. 


I ſee a ſtrange confeſſion in thine eye: 
Thou ſhak' thy head, and hold'ſt it fear or fin 
To ſpeak a truth: if he be ſlain, ſay fo; 
The tongue offends not, that reports his death; 
And he Toth ſin, that doth belie the dead; 
Not he which ſays the dead 15 not alive. 
Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a loſing office; and his tongue 
Sounds ever aftcr as a ſullen bell, 
Remember'd tolling a departcd friend. 


Henry IU. Part II. A. 1. Sc. 3; 


M IRT AND MELANCHOLY, 
Then let's ſay you are ſad, 

Becauſe you are not merry; and 'twere as eaſy 
For you to laugh and leap, and ſay you're merry, 


Becauie you are not ſad. Now, by two-headed Janus, 


Nature hath fram'd firange fellows in her time! 


Some that will evermore pecp through their eyes, 


And laugh like parrots at a bagpiper; 

And others of {ach vinegar aſpect, 

That they'll not ſhew their teeth in way of ſmile, 
Though Nefor [wear the jeſt be laughable. 


7 he Merchant of Venice, A. I. Sc. l. 


MISERY, 
Miſery acquaints a man with ſtrange bedfellows, 


The Tim peſt, A. 2. Sc. 2. 
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THE MISERIES OF WAX. 


Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies ; her hedges even pleach'd, 
Like priſoners wildly overgrown with hair, 
Put forth diſorder'd twigs: her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory, 
Doth root upon : while that the coulter rufts, 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch ſavag'ry: 
The even mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled cowflip, burnet, and green clover, 
Wanting the ſeythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
Conceives by idleneſs; and nothing teems, 
But nateful docks, rough thiftles, keckſies, burs, 
Loſing both beauty aud utility; 
and all our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges, 
Detective in their nurtures, grow to wildneſs. 
King Henry V. A. 5. SC. 3. 


MISTRESS. 


— dhe is my own! 
And I as rich in having ſuch a jewel, 
As twenty ſeas, if all their ſand were pear 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
becauſe thou ſee'ſt me doat upon my love. 
The Two Gentlemen of Verona, A. 2. SC. 4. 


M O B. 


Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
and as the air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my wind when ! do blow, 
And yielding to another when it Blows, 
— x always by the greater guſt, 
duch is the lightneſs of you common men. 


King Henry Vi. Part III. A. 3. Sc. v. 


What would you have, ye curs, 

That like not peace nor var? The one aftrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geeſe ; you are no ſurer, no, 


Thar 
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Than 1s the coal of fire upon the ice, Gin 
Or hailſtone in the ſun, Vour virtue is, WI 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 

And curſe that juſtice did it. Who deſerves greatueſs 

Deſerves your hate; and your affections are | 


A ſick man's appetite, who deſires moſt that 0 
Which would increaſe his evil. He that depends th: 
Upon your favour., ſwims with fins of lead, bin 


And hews down oaks with ruſhes. Hang ye—Truſt ye? at 
With every minute you do change a mind, 

And call him noble that was now your hate ; 

Him vile that was your garland, Coriolanus, A. 1. Sc. }, 


MODERATION, 

Noble friends, 2 
That which combin'd us was moſt great ; and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently heard: When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds. Thou noble partner, 

The rather for 1 earneſtly beſeech) 

ouch you the ſoureſt points with ſweeteſt terms, 
Nor curſtneſs grow to the matter. 

Antony and C leopatra, A. . 86. 


MODERATION IN LOVE. 


Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kiſs, conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome in its own deliciouſneſs, 
And in the taite confounds the appetite : 
Therefore love moderately ; long love doth ſo: 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy as too flow, 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 2. Sc. 6. 


MODEST MERIT. 
It is the witneſs till of excellency, 
To put a ſtrange face on his own perfection. 
Much Ado About Nothing, A. 2. SC. 3. 


MODESTY. 
What fool is ſhe, that knows I am a maid, 
And would not force the letter to my view? 


M1 >> >» 


Since 


cc 
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Since maids, in modeſty, ſay No, to that 
Which they would have the proff”rer conſtrue Ay. 
The Two Gentlemen of Verona, A. 1. SC. 2, 


et your fair eyes and gentle wiſhes go with me 
to my trial ; wherein if I be foil'd, there is but one ſham'd 
that was never gracious ; if kill'd, but one dead that is wil- 
ling to be ſo: f ſhall do my friends no wrong, for I have 
none to lament me; the world no injury, for in it I have 
nothing ; only in the world I fill up a place, which may be 

better ſupplicd when I have made it empty. 
As Yau Like It, A. 1. Sc. 2. 


MONSTER. 
A devil, a born devil, on whoſe nature 
Nurture can never ſtick ; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all loſt, quite loſt; 
And, as with age his body uglier grows, 
So his mind cankers. The Tempeſt, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


MOONLIGHT. 
How ſweet the moonlight ſleeps upon this bank! 
Here will we fit, and let the | __ muſic 
Creep in our ears ; ſoft ſtillneſs, and the night, 
Become the touches of ſweet harmony. 
Sit, Zeffica look how the floor of heaven 
I; thick inlaid with patterns of bright gold ! 
There's not the ſmalleſt orb, which thou behold'ſt, 
But in his motion like an angel ſings, 
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims ; 
Such harmony 1s in immortal ſounds ! 
But whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 
Doth groſsly cloſe us in, we cannot hear it. | 

The Merchant of Venice, A. 5. Sc. 1. 


Peace! how the moon ſleeps with Endymion, 
And would not be awaked ! Ibid. 


MORNING. 


—— Night's ſwift dragons cut the clouds full faſt, 
And yonder ſhines Aurora's harbinger ; 
At whoſe approach, ghoſts wand'ring here and there, 
Troop home to charch-yards ; damned ſpirits, all * 
t 
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That in croſs-ways and floods have burial, 
Already to their wormy beds are gone: 
For fear leſt day mould look their ſhames upon, 
They wilfully exile themſelves from light; 
And muſt for aye conſort with black-brow'd night, 
A Midſummer*s Night's Dream, A. 5. Sc. 1, 
The grey-eyed morning ſmiles on frowning night, 
Check'ring the eaſtern clouds with ſtreaks of light; 
And flecked darkneſs, like a drunkard, reels 
From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels. 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 2. Sc.; 


See, how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious ſun! 
How well reſembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a yonker prancing to his love! 
King Henry VI. Part III. A. 2. Sc. . 


This battle fares like to the morning's war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light, 
What time the ſhepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfe& day nor night. 
Thid. A. 2. Se. b. 


But look, the morn, in ruſſet mantle-clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaſtern hill. 
Hamlet, A. 1. Sc. I 


MORTALITY. 

—— she ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for ſuch a word 
 To-morrow—and to-morrow—ant to-morrow, . 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time ; 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 
The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking ſhadow ; a poor player, 
That ftruts and frets his hour upon the tage, 
And then is heard no more: it 13 « tale 
Told by an 1diot, full of ſoand and fury, 
Signifying nothiag. Macbeth, A. F. Sc. 5 
Duncan is in his grave; 


After. life's fitful fever he ſleeps well: 


Treaſon 


mh — OA 


c. 5 


Aſon 
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Treaſon has done his worſt; nor ſteel, nor poiſon, 
Malice domeſtic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. Macbeth, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


— Men muſt endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither; 
Ripeneſs is all ———— King Lear, A. 5. Sc. 2. 
—— All the world's a ſtage, 
And all the men and women merely players ; 
They have their exits and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being ſeven ages. At firſt the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurſe's arms. | 
And then the whining ſchool-boy with his ſatchel, 
And ſhining morning face, creepiag like ſnail 
Unwillingly to ſchool. And then the lover, 
vighing like rurmace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his miſtreſs' eye-brow. Then, a ſoldier 
Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous 3n honour, ſudden and quick in quarrel ; 
Seeking the bubble reputation, 
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the juſtice 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 
With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wiſe ſaws and modern inſtances ; 
And fo he plays his part. 'The ſixth age ſhifts 
Into the lean and ſlipper'd Pantaloon, 
With ſpectacles on noſe, and pouch on ſide ; 
His youthful hoſe, well ſay'd, a world too wide 
tor his ſhrunk ſhank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childiſh treble, pipes 
And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt ſcene of all, 
That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, 
Is ijecond childiſhneis, and mere oblivion, 
cans teeth, ſans eyes, ſans taſte, ſans every thing. 
As You Like It, A. 2. Sc. 5. 


MURDER. 
See how the blood is ſettled in his face! 
Oft have 1 ſeen a timely parted ghoſt, 


Of aſhy ſemblance, meagre, pale, and bloodleſs ; 
Being all deſcended to the lab'ring heart, 


Who, 
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Who, in the confli& that it holds with death, 
AttraQts the ſame for aidance *gainſt the enemy: 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er returnetk 
To bluſh and beautify the cheek again. 

But ſee, his face is black and full of blood; 

His eye-balls further out than when he liv'd ; 

Staring full-ghaſtly, like a ſtrangled man: 

His hair uprear'd, his noſtrils ſtretch'd with ſtruggling; pm 


His hands abroad diſplay'd, as one that graſp'd i 
And tugg'd for life, and was by ſtrength ſubdu'd. Far 
Look on the ſheets ; his hair, you ſee, is ſticking ; Or 
His well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged, Fet 
Like to the ſummer's corn by tempeſt lodg'd. 0 
It cannot be, but he was murder'd here; If t 
The leaſt of all theſe ſigns were probable. Or 
King Henry VI. Part III. A. 3. Sc. b. N vo 
MURDERER'S LOOK, - 
The image of a wicked heinous fault . 
Lives in his eye; that cloſe aſpect of his, din 
Does ſhew the mood of a much-troubled breaſt, But 
And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, Th 
What we ſo fear'd he had a charge to do. Ng 
King John, A. 4. Sc. 2. UI, 
MUSIC. Th 
Where ſhould this muſic be? In air or earth ? An 
: Let 

It ſounds no more, and ſure it waits upon 
Some god of th' iſland. Sitting on a bank, If 


Weeping again the king my father's wreck, 

This muſic crept by me upon the water, 

Allaying both their fury and my paſſion 

With its ſweet air. The Tempeſt, A. 1. Sc. 3. 


Tis good; tho? muſic oft hath ſuch a charm 
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm. 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 4. Sc. l. 


Let mufic ſound while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he loſe, he makes a ſwan-like end, 
Fading in muſic. That the compariſon 

= ſtand more juſt, my eye ſhall be the ſtream 
And wat'ry death-bed for him. He may win; 


And 


2. 


nd 
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And what is muſic then? Then muſic is 
Even as the flouriſh when true ſubjects bow 
To a new crowned monarch ; ſuch it is 
As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And ſummon him to marriage. 
| The Merchant of Venice, A. 3. SC. 2. 


['m never merry when I hear ſweet muſic. 

—— The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive ; 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud 
{Which is the hot condition of their blood) 
If they perchance but hear a trumpet ſound, 

Or any air of muſic touch their ears, 

You ſhall perceive them make a mutual ſtand ; 

Their ſavage eyes turn'd to a modeſt gaze, 

By the ſweet power of muſic. Therefore, the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ſtones, and floods; 
vince nought ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 

But muſic for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no muſic in himſelf, 


Nor is not mov'd with concord of ſweet ſounds, 


lo fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils ; 

The motions of his ſpirits are dull as night, 

And his affections dark as Erebus : 

Let no ſuch man be truſted. 1bid. A. 5. SC. 1. 


If muſic be the food of love, play on; 

Live me exceſs of it; that, ſurfeiting, 

The appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. 

That ſhain again ;—it had a dying fall: 

O, it came o'er my ear, like the dre ſouth, 

That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

dealing, and giving odour! TZivelfth Night, A. 1. Sc. 1. 
NATURAL AFFECTION, 

)! ſhe, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

low will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft 


lath kill'd the flock of all affections elſe 
bat live in her! when liver, brain, and heart, 


Theſe 
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Theſe ſov'reign thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fill'd, 
(Her ſweet perfections) with one ſelf-ſame King! 
| The Tavelfth Night, A. 1. S 1; 


NECFSSARIES OF LIFE, 


O reaſon not the need; our baſeſt beggars 
Are in the pooreſt things ſuperfluous, 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beaſt's. Thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm. 
King Lear, A, 2, Se. 12. 


NEW CUSTOMS, 


| ==— — New cuſtoms, 

Though they be ever ſo ridiculous, 

' Nay, let em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

King Henry VIII. A. 1. Sc. l. 


N EWS TELLERS. 
I faw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilſt his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth ſwallowing a taylor's news; 
Who, with his ſhears and meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte 
Had falſely thruſt upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 
'That were embattled and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean unwaſh'd artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 

King Jobn, A. 4. SC. :. 


NIGHT. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 
Lovers, to bed! 'tis almoſt fairy time. 

A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 5. Sc. l. 


— Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloiſter'd flight; ere to back Hecate's ſummons 
The ſhard borne beetle, with his drowſy hums, 
Hath rung night's yawning peal ; there ſhall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. Macbeth, A. os ? 
"OMe, 
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Come, feeling night, 
dkarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 
aud with thy bloody and inviſible hand 
WF C:nccl, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale Light thickens ; and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood: | 
Good things by day begin to droop and drouſe; 
While night's black agents to their preys do rouſe, 
| Macbeth, A, 3. Sc. 2. 
Now the hungry lon roars, 
And the wolf behowls the moon ; 
Whilſt the heavy ploughman ſnores, 
All with weary taſk foredone, 
Now the waſted brands do glow, 
Whilſt the ſcreech-owl, ſcreeching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe 
In remembrance of a ſhroud, 
Now it is the time of night, 
That the graves, all gaping wide, - 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 
In the church-way paths to glide : 
And we fairies, that do run, 
By the triple Jlecate's team, a 
From the preſence of the ſun, 
Following darkneſs like a dream, 
Now are frolic ; not a mouſe 
Shall diſturb this hallow'd houſe. 
Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 5. Sc. 1, 
The gaudy, blabbing, and remorſele(s day | 
ls crept into the boſom of the ſea ; | 
And now loud howling wolves arouſe the jades | 
, lat drag the tragic melancholy night, 
Who wier their drowſy, ſlow, and fagging wings, | 
up dead men's graves; and from their miſty jaws | 
breathe foul contagious darkneſs in the air. | 
: Ling Henry VI. Part II. A. 4. Sc. 1, 
c. 1: W'Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When church-yards yawn, and hell itlelf breathes out 
Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 
and do ſuch bitter buſineſs as the day | 
Would quake to look on. Soft, now te my mother | 


c. 2. {MV heart! loſe not thy nature; let not ever 
Ome, : G 


E 


The f 
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The ſoul of Nero enter this firm boſom : 


Let me be cruel, not unnatural : : 
1 will ſpeak daggers to her, but uſe none. 
Hamlet, A. 3. Sc. 1, 
NIGHT IN A CAMP. , 
From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 1 
The hum of either army ſtilly ſounds ; 
That the fix'd ſentinels almoſt receive 
"The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch. p. 
Fire anſwers ſire; and through their paly flames Y 
Each battle ſees the other's umber'd face. () 
Steed threatens ſteed, in high and boaſtful neighs WW 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents, 
The armourers accompliſhing the knights, A 
With buſy hammers clofing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation. 
"The country cocks do crow, the clecks do toll; 
And {the third hour of drowſy morning nam'd) 
Proud of their numbers, and fecure in foul, Ri 
The confident and over-luſty French W 
Do the low-rated Eugliſb play at dice; Ye 
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, Fc 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does limp I 
So tediouſly away. The poor condemned Engli/h, Cl 
Like facrifices, by their watchful fires by 
Sit patiently, ov inly ruminate 10 
The morning's danger: and their geſture ſad, Bu 
Inveſt in CORRS cheeks, and war-worn coats, [1 
Preſented them unto the gazmg moon Gr 
So many horrid ghoſts. ho now beholds 


The royal captain of this ruin'd band 
Walling from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him cry, Prai/» and glory on his head! 
For forth he goes, and viſits all his hoſt, 
| Bids them -morrow with a modeſt (mile, 
And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen. 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 
How dread an army hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 


Unto the weary and all-watched night, 


f 
| 
| 
| 
] 
q : 
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But freſhly looks and overbears attaint, 

With cheerful ſemblance and ſweet majeſty ; 

That every wretch, pining and pale before, 

Beholding him, 2 comfort from his looks. 

Alargeſs univerſal, like the fun, 

His liberal eye doth give to ev'ry one, 

Thawing cold fear. Henry J. A. 4. SC. 1. 


NOBILITY. 
Perce, maſter Marquis— you are malapert; 
Your fire-new ſtamp of honour is ſcarce current, 
0 that your young Ne could judge 
What *twere to loſe it, and be miſerable ! 
They that ſtand high have many blaſts to ſhake them x 
Aud, if they fa!l, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 

Richard III. A. 1. SC. 3. 


N UN. 


Queſtion your deſires: 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice, 
You can endure the livery of a Nun; 

For aye to be in ſhady cloiſter mew'd, 

Tolive a barren ſiſter all your life, 

Chaunting faint hymns to the cold fruitleſs moos? a 
Thrice bleſſed they, that maſter ſo their blood, 

To undergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage! 

But earthlier happy is the role diſtill'd, 

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies in ſingle bleſſedneſs. 

A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 5. SC. 1. 


o Ar n. 
No—not an oath: if not the face of men, 
The ſuſferance of our ſouls, the time's abuſe— 
I theſe be motives weak, break off betimos, 
\nd every man hence to his idle bed; 
50 let high-ſighted tyranny range on, 
Lill each man drop by lottery. But if theſe, 
am ſure they do, bear fire enough 
Jo kindle cowards, and to ſteel with valour 


Put the melting ſpirits of women ; then countrymen, 


(s 2 What 
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What need we any yer, but our own cauſe, 
To prick us to redreſs? What other bond, 
Than ſecret Remarns, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter; and what other oath 
Than honeſty to noneity engag'd, 
That this {hall be, or we will fall for it ? 
Swear prieſts and cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions, and ſuch ſuffering ſouls 
'That welcome wrongs : unto bad cauſes ſwear 
Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not ſtain 
'The even virtue of our cnterpriſe, 
Nor the inſuppreflive mettle of our ſpirits, 
To think, that or our cauſe or our performance 
Did need au oath ; when every drop of blood, 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a ſeveral baſtardy, 
If he do break the ſmalleſt particle 
Of any Ms that hath paſt from him, 

Julius Ceſar, A. 2. Sc. 1, 


OBEDIENCE. 
Be adviſed, fair maid. 
To you, your father ſhould be as a God, 
One that compos'd your bennties ; yea, and one, 
To whom you arc but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted ; and within his power 
To leave the figure, or di»figure it. 

d A Midfummer Night's Dream, A. I. Sc. I. 


The hearts of princes kiſs obedience, 
So much they love it: but to ſtubborn ſpirits 


'They ſwell and grow as terrible as itorms. 
King Ileury VIII. X. 3. Sc. . 


OBSOLETE LAWS. 
This new Governor 


—— — — 


Awakes me all th' enrolled penalties 

Which have, like unſcour'd armour, hung by th' wall 
So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone round, 

And none of them been worn; and, for 4 name, 
Now puts the drowſy and neglected act 


Freſhly on me. Meaſure fer Meaſure, A. 1. de. 2, 
We 


. 


hay fg bed ,, V. 0 
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We have ſtrict ſtatutes and moſt biting laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs tor headitrong ſeeds) 
Which for theſe nineteen years we have let fleep ; 
Even like an o'ergrown lion 1n a cave, 

That goes not out to prey: now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch, 
Only to ſtick it in their children's fight, 

For terror, not to uſe ; in time, the rod 

becomes more mock'd than fear'd : ſo our decrees, 
Dead to inflition, to themſelves are dead; 

And Liberty plucks juſtice by the noſe : 

The baby beats the nurſe, and quite athwart 

Goes all decorum. Meaſure for Meaſure, AI. 1. Sc. 2. 


OLD AGE. 


It is as common to Old Age 
To caſt beyond itſelf in its opinions, 
As it is common for the younger ſort 
To lack diſcretion Hamlet, A. 2. SC. 1, 


Tho' I look old, yet Iam ftrong and luſty ; 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did I with unbaſhful forehead woo 
The means of weakneſs and debility : 
Therefore my age is as a luſty winter, 
Froſty but Kindl ; let me go with you; 
I'll do the ſervice of a younger man 
In all your buſineſs and neceflities. 
As Yeu Like It, A. 2. Sc. 3. 


Tho' now this grained face of mine be hid 
In ſap-conſuming winter's drizzled ſnow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 
Yet hath my night of life ſome memory; 
My waſting lamp ſome fading glimmer left, 
My dull deaf ears a little uſe to hear: 
Al] theſe old witneiles, I cannot err, 
Tell me, thou art my ſon Antipholis. 
The Comedy of Errors, A. 5. Sc. 1. 


Do you ſet down your name in the ſcroll of youth, that 
are written down old, with all the chrracters of age? Have 
G 3 you 


126 The Beauties of Shakspeare. 


you not a moiſt eye—a dry hand—a yellow cheek—a white 
eard—a decreaſing leg—an increaling belly Is not your 
voice broken—your wind ſhort—your chin double you 
wit ſingle and every part of you blaſted with antiquity ?= 

And will you yet call yourſelf young ?—Fie, fie, he! 
Henry IV. Part II. A. 1. Sc. 2 


OLD $SONG, 
Mark it, Ceſario, it is old and plain; 
he ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it: it is filly, ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
like the old age. Twelfth Night, A. 2. Sc.; 


OMEN Ss. 
The owl ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evil ſign: 
Ihe night- crow cry'd a boding luckleſs tune: 
Dogs howPd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down trees : 
Uhe raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pyes in diſmal diſcord ſung : 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope, 
To wit, an indigeſt deformed lump, 
Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly tree. 
Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waſt born, 
To ſigniſy, thou cam'ſt to bite the world: 
And, if the reſt be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt into the world with thy legs forward. 
Þ Henry VJ. Part III. A. 5. Sc.). 
oO MISSION. 
Thoſe wounds heal ill that men do give themſelves. 
Omiſſion to do what is neceſſary, 
Seals a commiſſion to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an ague, ſubtly taints 


Even then, when we {it idly in the ſun. 
Troilus and Creſſida, A. 3. Sc.; 


OPHELIA DROWNING. 
There is a willow grows aſlant a brook, 
That ſhews his hoar leaves in the glaſſy ſtream : 
There, with fantaſtic garlands, did ſhe come, 


1 nds 


Of 
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Of crow-flowers, nettles, daiſies, and long purples, 
That liberal ſhepherds give a groſſer name; 

is: our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them ;) 
There, on the eee boughs her corouet weeds 


Clamb'ring to hang, an envious liver broke; 

When down her weedy trophies and herſelf : 
Fell in the weeping brook : her clothes ſpread wide, 
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up ; 
Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes, 

As one incapable of her own diſtreſs ; 

Or like a creature native and indued 

Unto that element: bat long it could not he, 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. Hamlet, A. 4. SC. 10. 


| OPINION. 
here is nothing, either good or bad, 
Bat thinking makes it fo. Ibid. A. 2. Sc. 6. 


OPPORTUNITY. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which taken at the flood leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries. 
On ſuch a full ſea are we now afloat ; 
And we muſt take the current when it ſerves, 
Or loſe our ventures. Julius Ca. ſar, A. 4. Se. 3. 


ORAT ION. 


Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I ſhould ſay 
My tears gainſay; for every word I ſpeak, 
Ye ſee, I drink the water of my eyes: 
Therefore no more but this: Henry, your ſovereign, 
Is priſoner to the foe, his ſtate uſurp'd, 
His realm a ſlaughter-houſe, his ſubjects lain, 
His ſtatutes cancell'd, and his treaſure ſpent ; 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this 1 
You fight in juſtice; then, in God's name, lords, 
Be valiant, and give ſignal to the battle. 
King tlenry VT, Part III. A. 5. Sc. 6. 
G 4 I ſhall 


128 Ihe Beauties of Shakspeare. 


ball lack voice; the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be uttered feebly. It is held, 

That valour is the chiefeſt virture, and 

Moſt dignifies the haver : if it be, 

The man, I ſpeak of, cannot in the world 

Be fingly counter-pois'd. At ſixteen years, 
When Targqain made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator, 
Whom with all praiſe I point at, ſaw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 

"The brifled lips before him: he beſtrid-* 

An o'erpreſt Roman, and i' th' conſul's view 
Slew three oppoſers: Targuin's ſelf he met, 

And ſtruck him on his knee. In that day's feats, 
When he might act the woman in the ſcene, 

He prov'd th” beſt man i' th' field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a fea ; 
And in the brunt of ſeventeen battles ſince, 
He lurched all ſwords o' th' garland. For this laſt, 
Before and in Corioli, let me ſay, 
I cannot ſpeak him home : he ſtopt the flyers, 
And by his rare example made the coward 
'Turn terror into ſport, As waves before 
A veſſel under ſail, ſo men obey'd, 
And fell below his ſtern, His ſword, death's ſtamp, 
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot. 

le was a thing of blood, whole every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries. Alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o' th' city, which he painted 
Wich unleſs deſtiny ; aidleſs came off, | 
And with a ſudden re-enforcement ſtruck 
Carioli, like a planet. Nor all's this; 
For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready ſenſe, when ſtraight his double fpirit 
Requicken'd what in fleſh was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'*Twere a Ang beweg ſpoil ; and till we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never ſtood 


To eaſe his breaſt with panting. Coriolanus, A. 2. Sc. ö. 
Funeral 


m_ 
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Funeral OxAT10N, after the language of Nature. 
With faireſt flowers, 

While Summer laſts, and I hve here, Fidele, 

Fl fweeten thy ſad grave: thou ſhalt not lack 

The flower that's like thy face, pale primroſe ; nor 
The azure hare-bell, like thy veins; no, nor 

The leaf of eglantine, whom not to flander, 
fron not thy breath: the ruddock would 
With charitable bill (O bill fore-ſhaming 

Thoſe rich-left heirs, that let their fathers he 

Without a monument!) bring thee all this; 

Yea, and furr'd moſs; befides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-ground thy corſe. Cymbeline, A. 4. SC. 2. 


Othello*'s Ox ATION to the Senate. 
Moſt potent, grave, and reverend Seigniors? 
My very noble and approved good maſters, 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true I have married her: 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent—no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 
Aud little bleſs'd with the ſet phrate of peace; 
For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareft action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe 
In ſpeaking for myſelf : yet, by your gracious patience, 
| will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver 
Of my whole courſe of love; what drugs —what charms, | 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charged withal) 
I won his daughter with. 
—— Her father lov'd me, oft” invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life 
From year to year the battles, ſieges, fortunes 
That I have paſs'd. : 
I ran it through, even from my boyiſh days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it : 
Wherein I ſpake of moſt diſaſtrous chances ; 
Of moving accidents by flood and ſield; 
| G5 Of 
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Of hair-breadth 'ſcapes i' the imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 

And fold to ſlavery ; of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my travels' hiſtory; 

Wherein of antres vaſt, and deſerts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks and hills whoſe heads touch heaven, WK $a 


It was my hint to ſpeak ; (ſuch was the proceſs ;) In 
And of the Cannihals that each other eat; W 
The Anthropophagi, and men whoſe heads * 


Do grow beneath their ſhoulders. Theſe things to hear, C 
Would De/demona ieriouſly incline. 

But (till the houſe affairs would draw her thence ; 

Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again, and wrth a greedy ear 

Devour up my diſcourſe : which I obſerving, 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earncit heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate; 

Whereof by parcels jhe had ſomething heard, 

But not intentively. I did conſent ; | 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtrefsful ſtroke 

That my youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done; 

She gave me for my pains a world of ſiglis: 

She ſwore, in faith 'tyas ſtrange, *twas paſſing ſtrange, 
"I'was pititul, 'twas wond'rous pitiful : 

She wifl'd ſhe had not heard it; yet ſhe wiſli'd 

hat heaven had made her ſuch a man. She thank'd me, 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

[ ſhould but teach him how to tell my tory, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint 1 ſpake. 
She lov'd me for the dangers J had. pait ; 

fd lov'd her that the did pity chem. 

nis only is the wiicheraft 1 have us'd ;- 

Here comes the lady —Ict her witneſs it. 


Otlells, A. 1. Sc. 3. 


el ie. . „ ©9 


o R DER. 
The heavens themſelves, the planets, and this centre, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 
Inſttuce, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 
COhihce aud cuſtom, in all line of Order. 
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And therefore is the glorious planet Sof 
ju noble eminence enthron'd and ſpher'd 
Amidit the other ; whoſe med'cinable eye 
Corretts the ill aſpects of planets evil, 
And polls, like the commandment of a kiug, 
'n, dans check, to good and bad, But when the planets 
In evil mixture to diſorder wander, 
What plagues, and what portents! what mutiny ! 
What raging of the ſea! ſhaking of earth 
g Commotion in the winds! frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
The unity and married calm of ſtates 
Quite from their fixture! O when degree is ſhak'd, 
Which is the ladder to all high deſigns, 
The enterpriſe is ſick! How could communities, 
Degrees in ſchools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable ſhores, 
The primo-geniture and due of birth, 
Prerogative of age, crowns, ſceptres, laurels, 
But by degree, ſtand in authentic place? 
Take but degree away—urtune that ſtring, 
And hark what diſcord follows! Each thing meets 
ln mere oppugnancy : the bounded waters 
Should litt their boſoms higher than the ſhores, 
And make a ſop of all this folid globe: 
Strength ſhould be Lord of Imbecility, 
And the rude ſon ſhould ſtrike his father dead; 
" Force ſhould be right, or rather right and wrong 
ry. whoſe endleſs jar juſtice reſides) 
hould loſe their names, an! ſo ſhould juſtice too: 
Then every thing includes itſelf in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite ; 
And appetite, an univerſal wolf, 
50 doubly ſeconded with will and power, 
Muſt make perforce an univerſal prey, 


Aud laſt. cat. up himſelf, Troihus ane Crefſida, A. 1. Sc. 3, 


os TENTATION, 
Exer note, Lucilins, 
When love begins to ſicken and decay, 
k uſcth an orced ceremon Yo 
C & 1 her: 
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There are no tricks in plain and ſimple faith: 

But hollow men, like horſes hot at hand, 

Make gallant ſhew, and promiſe of their mettle ; 

But when they ſhould 5 the bloody ſpur, 

They fall their crefts, and, like deceitful jades, 

Sink in the trial. Julius Ca ſar, A. 4. Sc. 2. 


PAINTING. 


Doſt thou love pictures? We will fetch thee trait 
Adonis, painted by a 8 brook ; 
And Cytherea, all in ſedges hid,— 
Which ſeem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Ev'n as the waving ſedges play with wind. 
We'll ſhew thee Je, as ſhe was a maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 
As lively painted as the deed was done ; 
Or Daphne roaming through a thorny wood, 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds ; 
And at that fight ſhall ſad Apollo weep : 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

The Taming of the Shrew, InduCtion. 


The painting is almoſt the natural man; 

For 2 diſhonour trafficks with man's nature, 

He is but outſide: pencil'd figures are 

Ev'n ſuch as they give out. Timon of Athens, A. 1. Sc. 2. 


*PARENTAL FONDNESS. 


How ſqmetimes nature will betray its folly, 

Its tenderneſs, and make itſelf a paſtime 

To harder boſoms! Looking on the lines 

Of my boy's face, metliought I did recoil 

Twenty-three years, and ſaw myſelf unbreech'd, 

In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzted, 

Left it ſhould bite its maſter, and fo prove, 

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 

How like, methought, I then was to this kernet, 

This ſquaſh, this gentleman ! 
| The Winter*s Tale, A. 1. SC. 2. 


FAaRTINH Ss 


Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 
| | A wv ildere 
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but lay the very riping of the time; 
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A wilderneſs is populous enough, 
So Suffolk had thy heavenly company : 
For where thou art, there is the world itſelf, 
With every ſeveral pleaſure in the world ; 
And where thou art not, deſolation. 
can no more — Live thou to joy thy life ; 
Myſelf no joy in aught but that thou liv'ſt. 
King Henry VJ. Part II. A. 3. Sc. 8 


—— — Tend me to-night: 
May be, it is the period of your duty; 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more; or if, 
A mangled ſhadow. It may chance, to-morrow 
You'll ſerve another maſter. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt friends, 
turn you nat aways but, like a maſter 
Married to your good ſervice, ſtay till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, I aſk no more, 
And the Gods ſhield you for 't! 

Antony and Cleopatra, A. 4. SC. 2, 


did not take my leave of him, but had 

Moſt pretty things to ſay: ere I could tell him 

How I would think on him, at certain hours, 

Such thoughts, and ſuch ; or, I could make him fwear 
The ſhe's of Italy ſhould not betray 

Mine intereſt, and his honour ; or have charg'd him, 
At the fixth hour of marn, at noon, at midnight, 

1” encounter me with oriſons; for then 

| :m in heaven for him; or ere I could 

Giye him that parting kiſs, which I had ſet 

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father ; 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Cymbeline, A. 1. Sc. $, 


PARTING OF FRIENDS. 
I faw Paſſanio and Antonio part. 
B://anio told him he would make ſome ſpeed 
Ot his return: He anſwer'd, Do not ſo: 
Slabber not buſineſs for my ſake, Ba//aniog 


And 
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And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love: 

Be merry, and employ your chiefeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip, and ſuch fair oſtents of love, 

As ſhall conveniently become you there, 

And even there, his eye NE with tears, 


Turning his face, he put his behind him, 
_ with affection wondrous ſenſible 
e wrung Baſſanio's hand, and ſo they parted, 
The Merchant of Venice, A. 2. Sc. b. 


FARTING OF LOVERS, 
What! gone without a word ? 
Ay, ſo true love ſhould do; it cannot ſpeak ; 
For truth hath. better deeds than words to grace it. 
The Two Gentlemen of Verona, A. 4. Sc. f. 


We two, that with ſo many thouſand ſighs 
Did buy each other, muſt poorly ſell ourſelves, 
With the rude brevity and diſcharge of one. 
Injurious time, now, with a robber's haſte, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how: 
As many farewels as be ſtars in heaven, 
With diſtin& breath, and conſign'd kiſles to them, 
He fumbles up into a looſe adieu; 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſh'd kiſs, 
Diitaſted with the falt of broken tears. 

Trailus and Creſida, A. 2. Sc. 2. 


Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The lothncfs to-depart would grow. — Adieu! 
| Cymbeline, A. 2. Sc. 2. 


I would have broke mine eye-ſtrings, crack'd them but 
To look upon him, till the diminution 

Of ſpace had pointed him ſharp as my needle ; 

Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 

Ihe ſmallneſs of a gnat, to air; and then 

Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. 1bid. A, 1. Sc. 4 


PATIENCE. 


Ceaſe to lament for what thou canſt not help, 
Aud Rudy help from that which thou lament'ſt. 
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Time is the nurſe and breeder of all good : 
There if thou ſtay, thon canſt not ſee thy love; 
Beſides, thy ſtaying will abridge thy life. 
T he Ibu Gentlemen of Veroxa, A. 3. Sc. 1. 
How poor are they that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 
Thou know'ſt we work. by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. Othello, A. 2. SC. 3. 


Patience unmov'd, no marvel though ſhe pauſe; 
They can be meek that have no other cauſe; 
A wretched ſoul, bruis'd with adverſity, 
We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry; 
But, were we burden'd with like weight of pain, 
As much, or more, ſhould we ourſelves complain: 
So thou, that haſt no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpleſs patience wouldſt reheve me: 
But if thou live to ſee like right bereft, 
This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left. 

T he Comedy of Errors, A. 2. Se, 1. 


PATRIOTISM. 
If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death i' the other, 
And I will. look on both indifferently ; 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. | 
| Julius Caſar, A. 1. Sc. 2. 


PATRONAGE. 

O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God 
Who builds his hope in. air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken ſailor on a maſt, F 
Ready with every nod to tumble down 
lato the fatal bowels of the deep. 

| Richard III. A. 3. Sc. 4. 


PEACE, 
So ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in ſtronds afar remote. 
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No more the thirſty entrance of this ſoil 


Shall damp her lips with her own children's blood : W 
No more Rall trenching war channel her fields, He 
Nor bruiſe her flow'rets with the armed hoofs W. 
Of hoſtile pacers. Thoſe oppoſed eyes, Ch 
Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven, 10 
All of one nature, of one ſubſtance bred, * 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock Un 
And furious cloſe of civil butchery, An 
Shall now in mutual well-beſeeming ranks A 
March all one way ; and be no more oppos'd I 
Againſt acquaintance, kindred, and allies: A 
The edge of war, like an 1ll-ſheathed knife, W. 
No more ſhall cut his maſter. Henry IV. Part J. A. 1. Sc. 1. Wh 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths, dec 
Our bruifed arms hung up for monuments, At, 
Our ſtern alarums chang'd to merry-meetings, Int 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meaſures : A 
Grim-viſag*d war hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled front, [a 
And now—inſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds Wi 
To fright the fouls of fearful adverſaries, Ih 
He capers nimbly, in a lady's chamber, lo 


To the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute, 
Richard III. A. 1. Sc. 1. 


PEACE AND VAX. 


Fn peace there's nothing ſo becomes a man 

As modeſt ſtillneſs and humility : 

But when the blaſt of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tyger ;— 

Stiffen the ſinews, ſummon up the blood, 

Diſguiſe fair nature with hard-favour'd rage: 
Then lend the eye a terrible aſpect; 

Let it pry through the portage of the hcad, 

Like the braſs cannon ; let the brow o'erwhelm it, 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 

O'erhang and jutty his coafounded baſe, 

Swill'd with the wild and waſteful ocean. 

Now {et tlie teeth, and firetch the noſtril wide; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every ſpirit 
Ta his full height, = Henry V. A. 3. Sc.. 


PERIL 
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. 
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PERIL. 


nen laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promiſe to return again 
Within an hour; and pacing through the foreſt, 
chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aſide, 
And mark what object did preſent itſelf. 
Under an oak, wheſe boughs were moſs'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched, ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 
Ly Neeping on his back: about his neck 
A vrezn and gilded ſnake had wreath'd itſelf, 
Who, with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd 
The opening of his mouth; but, ſuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlinked itſelf, 
And, with indented glides, did flip away 
Into a buſh ; under which buſh's ſhade 
A lioneſs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watch, 
When that the ſleeping man ſhould ſtir ; for 'tis 
The royal diſpoſition of that beaſt 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead, 
As You Like It, A. 4. Sc. 2. 


PERSEVERANCE. 


Time hath, my Lord, a wallet at his back, 

Wherein he puts alms for Oblivion, 
Agreat-ſiz'd monſter of Ingratitude's: 
Thoſe ſcraps are good deeds paſt, which are devour'd 
As fait as they are made, forgot as ſoon 
A; done. Perſeverance, dear my Lord, 

eps honour bright: to have done, is to hang 

Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty nail, 

| monumental mockery. Take the inſtant way, 

r honour travels in a ſtreight ſo narrow, 

"here one but goes abreaſt: Keep then the path; 
For Emulation hath a thouſand ſons, 

hat one by one purſue, if you give way, 

Ur hedge aſide from the direct forthright, 

ke to an enter'd tide, they all ruſh by, 

nd leave you hindmoſt 


Or, 
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Or, like a gallant horſe, fall'n in firſt rank, 
Lie there for pavement to the abje@ rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on: then what they do in preſen, ! 
Though leſs than yours in paſt, mult o'ertop yours: | 
For time 1s like a faſhionable hoſt, 

That ſlightly ſhakes his parting gueſt by the hand, 
And with his arins have Toons as he would fly, 
Graſps in the comer : Welcome ever (miles, 

And Farewell goes out ſighing. O! let not Virtue (cel 
Remuneration for the thing it was ; for beauty, wit, 
High birth, vigour of bone, deſert in ſervice, 

Love, friendſhip, charity, are ſubjeQts all 

To envious and calumniating Time. 


Troilus and Creſſida, A. J. de. . 


PERSEVEKANCE IN LOVE. 


A woman ſometimes ſcorns what beſt contents her ; 
Send her another; never give her o'er; 
For ſcorn at firſt makes after love the more. 
It ſhe do frown, 'tis not in hate of you 
But rather to beget more love in you: 
If ſhe do chide, 'tis not to have you gone; 
For why, the fools are mad if left alone. 
Take no repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay ; 
For, get you gone, ſhe doth not mean away ! 
Flatter, and praiſe, commend, extol their graces ; 
Tho” ne'er ſo black, ſay they have angels faces, 
That man that hath a tongue, I ſay, is no man, 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

The Ia Gentlemen of Verona, A. 7. Sc. l 
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PERSONAL VIRTUE. 

———— Strange it is that our bloods, 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diſtinttion, yet ſtand off 
In differenses ſo mighty. If ſhe be 
All that is virtuous (ſave what thou diſlik'ſt, 
en phyſician's daughter) thou diſlik'ſt 
Of virtue for the name: but do not ſo. 
From loweſt place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignify'd by th' doer's deed. 
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Where 2 addition ſwells, and virtue none, 
It is a roply'd honour ; good alone, 

% good without a name. Vilenels is ſo: 

The property by what it is ſhould go, 

Not by the title, She is young wiſe, fair; 

jn theſe to Nature ſhe 's immediate heir; 

Aud theſe breed honour : That is honour's ſcorn, 
Which challenges itſelf as honour's born, 

au! is not like the fire. Honours beft thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them derive, 

Than our fore-goers: the mere word 's a ſlave, 
Debauch'd on every tomb, on every grave; 

A lying trophy; and as oft is dumb, 

Where duſt and damn'd oblivion is the tomb 


UI honGur'd bones, indeed. AIP e/lthatEndi Well, A. 2. &. 3. 


PERTURBATION OF MIND. 


bit were done, when *tis done, then 'twere well 
t were done quickly: If the aflaſination 

Could . up the conſequence, and catch, 
With his ſurceaſe, ſucceſs ; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all, here, 

But here, upon this bank and ſhoal of time— 
We'd jump the life to come, —But, in theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : thus even-handed juſtice 
Commends the ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in Touble truſt: 
Fict, as I am Nis kinſman, and his ſubjeR, 

Frong both againſt the deed : then, as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murderer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myſelf, Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath been 

do clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, again 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 

And Pity, like a naked new- born babe, 

dtriding the blaſt, or heaven's cherubim, hors'd 
Upon the ſightleſs courſers of the air, 

Sbull blow the horrid deed in every eye, 
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That tears ſhall drown the wind.—T have no ſpur 

To prick the ſides of my intent, but oy 

Vaulting Ambition, whic o'erleaps itſelf, 

And falls on the other. Macbeth, A. 1. Sc., 


Let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds ſuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and flee 

In the aMiRion of theſe terrible dreams, 

"That ſhake us nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have ſeut to peace, 
Than in the torture of the mind to lic 


In reſtleſs ecſtaſy. Ibid. A. 3. Sc.: 


PHEILOSOPH To 
I' give thee armour to bear off that word, 
Adverlity's ſweet milk, Phulotophy, | 
To comfort thee, though thou art baniſh'd. 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 5. Se.; 


PCT. Y RK Bo 


Admirable! How this grace 
Speaks his own ſtanding ! What a mental power 
This eye ſhoots forth ! How big imagination 
Moves in his lip! o the dumbne% of the geſture 
One might interpret, 
Fl fay of it, 
It tutors nature: Artificial rife 
Lives in theſe touches, livelier than life. 

Timon of Athens, A. 1. Sc. 1, 


ITY; 
For love of all the Gods, 
Let 's leave the hermit's pity with our mothers ; 
And when we have our armour buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our ſwords ! 
Troilus and Creſſida, A. 5. Sc. b. 


PLAYS AND PLAYERS. 


Good, my Lord, will you ſee the players well beſtowed? 
Do you hear? let them be well uſed; for they are the ab- 


ſtract and brief chronicles of the times: after your death, you 
were better have a bad epitaph, than their ill report while 
you live. Hamlet, A. 2. 7 0 þ 

— Ve 
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I have heard 
That guilty creatures, fitting at a ys 
Have by the very cunning of the ſcene 

Been ſtruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak 

With moſt miraculous organ. Hamlet, A. 2. Sc. 2, 


Speak the ſpeech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue: but if you mouth it, as many of 
our players do, I had as lief the town-crier ſpoke my lines, 
Nor do not ſaw the air too much with your hands, thus : but 
uſe all gently ; for in the very torrent, tempeſt, and (as I 
wight ſay) whirlwind of your paſſion, you mult acquire and 
deget a temperance, that may give it ſmoothneſs. O! it 
ogende me to the ſoul, to hear a robuſtious periwig-pated 
ſellou tear a paſſion to tattars, to very rags, to ſplit the ears 
„ oe groundlings; who, for the molt part, are capable of 

nothing, but inexplicable dumb ſhews and noiſe; I would 
have ſuch a fellow whipt for over-doing 'Termagant ; it 
out-lerods Herod : pray you avoid it. 

Be not too tame neither; but let your own diſcretion be 
vour tutor: ſuit the action to the word; the word to the 
action; with this ſpecial obſervance, that you overſtep not 
the modeſly of natare : for any thing ſo overdone, is from 
the purpoſe of playing, whoſe end, bota at the firſt and now, 
ws and is, to hold as *twere the mirror up to Nature; to 
ſew \uirtae her own feature; Scorn her own image; and 

+I range and body of the Time, his form and preſſure. 
Now, tu over done or come tardy off, though it may make 
the va%i!ful laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve z 
tue cenfare of which one muſt, in your allowance, o'erweigh 
a whole theatre of others. O! there be players, that I have 
fern lay and heard others praiſe, and that highly, not to 

1 ſpear it proſanely, that neither having tze accent of Chniſ- 
uus, nor the gait of Chriſtians, Pagans, nor men, have ſo 
trated and hellowed, that I have thought ſome of Nature's, 

ed? WM joirnevinen had made men, and not made them well, they 

ab. WJ imitated humanity fo abominably. 

you Ie thoſe that play your clowns, ſpeak no more than 

hile bet down for them; for there be of them, that will them- 


. 2. ves laugh, to fer on ſome quantity of barren ſpectators to 
laugh 


Of any true deciſion. Troilus and Crefjida, A. 3. Sc. 4. 
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laugh too; though, in the mean time, ſome neceſlary quei. 

tion of the play be then to be conſidered. That's villanoy, 

and ſhews a moſt pitiful ambition in the fool that uſes it, 
Hamlet, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


PLEASURE AND REVENGE. 


Pleaſvre and revenge 
Have ears more deat than adders to the voice 


FOLNIT 1: C8 


The Devil knew not what he did when he made man ud 
politic; he croſs'd himſelf by't ; and I cannot think but, in Wit 
the end, the villanies of man will ſet him clear. As \ 

Timon of Athens, A. 3. Sc. . An 


POPULAR APPLAUSE, th 

J love the people; The 

But do not like to ſtage me in their eyes; Ane 
Though it do well, 1 do not reliſh well Cor 
Their loud applauſe, and Aves vehement: Lik 
Nor do I think the man of ſafe diſcretion, God 
That does affect it. To 


Meaſure fer Meaſure, A. I. Sc. l. 


POPULAR FAVOUR, 
I pr'ythee now, my ſon, 


Go to them with this bonnet in thy hand, Fai 
And thus far having ſtretch'd it, here he with them, Ha 
Thy knee buſſing the ſtones ; for in ſuch buſineſs Or 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant dee 
More learned than the ears; waving thy head, Par 
Which often, thus, correcting thy ſtout heart, Sho 
Now humble as the ripeſt mulberry, Th 
That will not hold the handling; or ſay to them, Ay 
Thou art their ſoldier, and, being bred in broils, Fal 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt confeſs Ho 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, Me 
In aſking their good loves; but thou wilt frame An 
Thyſelf, forſooch, hereafter theirs ſo far, Th 


As thou haſt power and perſon. Coriolanus, A. 3. Sc. , Wu 
T POPULARITY: 
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POPULARITY. 


urſelf 
Obſery'd his courtſhip to the common people: 
How he did ſeem to dive into their hearts 
ith hamble and familiar courteſy ; 
What reverence he did throw away on ſlaves ; 
Wooing poor craftſmen with the craft of ſmiles, 
And patient underbearing of his fortune, 
A; 'twere to baniſh their effects with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyſter-wench : 
A brace of draymen bid, God ſpeed him well ! 
nad had the tribute of his ſupple knee; 
in Wiith—Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends; 
4; were our England in reverſion his, 
„ ad he our ſubyetts next degree in hope. 
: King Richard II. A. 1. Sc. 4. 


It hath been taught us from the primal ſtate, 
That he which is, was wiſh'd until he were, 
And the ebb'd man ne'er lov'd, till ne'er worth love, 
Comes dear'd by being lack'd. This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ſtream, 
Goes to and back, lackying the varying tide, 
To rot itſelf with motion. 
Antony and Cleopatra, A. 1. Sc. 4s 


PORTIA'S PICTURE. 


What find I here! 

Fair Portia's counterfeit. What demi-god 

Hath come ſo near creation? Move theſe cyes ? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

deem they in motion? Here are ſever'd lips 

Parted with ſugar breath ; ſo ſweet a bar 

ould ſunder ach ſweet friends: Here in her hairs 
The 1 plays the ſpider, and hath woven 

A golden meſh t' intrap the hearts of men, 

Falter than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes 
How could he ſec to do them! Having made one, 
Methinks, it ſhould have power to ſteal both his, 
And leave itſelf unfiniſh'd. Yet how far 

The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 
la underprizing it 00 far this ſhadow 


Doth 
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Doth limp behind the ſubſtance. D 
1 he Merchant of Venice, A. 3. Se. 2, WM Þ: 


"POVERTY. 
Art thou ſo baſe and full of wretchedneſs, L 
And fear'ſt to die? Famine is in thy cheeks ; . 
Need and oppreſſion ſtarveth in thine eyes; T 
Upon thy back hangs ragged miſery : T 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law; M 
'The world affords no law to make thee rich : T 
Then be not poor; but break it, and take this. T 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 5. Sc. l. 


POWER OF Lo vx. 
But love firſt learned in a lady's eyes, | 


Lives not alone immured in the brain; 1 
But, with the motion of all elements, 7 
Courſes as ſwift as thought in every power; T, 
And gives to every power a double power, I; 
Above their functions and their offices, 1, 


It adds a precious ſeeing to the eye : 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 
A lover's ear will hear the loweſt found, 
When the ſuſpicious head of thrift is ſtopt. 
Love's feeling is more foft and ſenſible 5 
Than are the tender horns of cockled ſnails. 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in taſte ; 
For ſavour, is not Love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Heſerides? 
Subtle as Sphinx! as ſweet and muſical 
As bright Apollo's lute, ſtrung with his hair: 
And when Love ſpeaks, the voice of all the gods Ya 
Makes heaven drowſy with the harmony. Th 
Never durſt poet touch a pen to write, ln 
Until his ink were temper'd with Love's fighs: 
O! then his lines would raviſh ſavage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humanity, 

Lowe's Labeur Loſt, A. 3. Sc.: 


PRAYER. 
We, ignorant of ourſelves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wiſe powers 


Deny 


Jeny 
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Deny us for our good. So find we profit 
Þy loſing of our prayers. Ant. and Clegp. A. 2. Sc. 1. 


O thou! whoſe captain I account myſelf, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy drallfag irons of wrath, 
That they may eruſh down with a heavy fall 
Th' uſurping helmets of our adverſaries ! 
Make us thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 
That we may praiſe thee in thy victory. 
To thee I do commend my watchtul foul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eycs : 
Sleping and waking, oh, defend me itil! 

King Richard III. A. 5. Sc. 3. 


The God of Soldiers, 

With the conſent of ſupreme Jove, inform 

Thy thoughts with nobleneſs, that thou mayſt prove 

To ſhame invulnerable, and flick i“ th' wars 

Lixe a great ſea- mark, ſtanding every flaw, 

and ſaving thoſe that eye thee ! Coriolauus, A. 5. Sc. 3. 


PRAVY ERS. 
When maidens ſue, 
Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel, 
Al their petitions are as truly theirs, 
45 they themſelves would owe then. 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. I. Sc. 4. 


PRECISE MAN. 
Lord Angel; is preciſe; 
Lando at a guard with envy; ſcarce confeſſes 
Lat his blood flows, or that his appetite 
more to bread than ſtone! hence ſhall we ſee, 
! power change purpoſe, what our ſeemers be. 


Ibid. A. Is Sc. Jo 


Upon his place, 

ind with full line of his authority, 

"Overns Lord Angelo : a man whoſe blood 

very ſnow-broth; one who never feels 

H The. 
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The wanton ſtings and motions of the ſenſe ; 


But doth rebate and bluat his natural edge 8 
With profit of the mind, ſtudy and faſt, Id. A. 1. Sc. Wl vi 
PRECEDENT. * 
It muſt not be; there is no power in Venice A 
Can alter a decree eſtabliſhed. T 
*T'will be recorded for a precedent ; 81 
And many an error, by the ſame example, 
Will ruſh into the ſtate. H 
The Merchant of Venice, A. 4. Sc. i. 4 
PREDICTION. T 
Let me ſpeak, Sir ; dl 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find 'em truth. 
This royal infant, Heaven ſtill move about her! 
Though in her cradle, yet now promiſes 
Upon this land a thouſand thouſand bleſlings, 7 
Which time ſhall bring to ripeneſs. She-ſhall be N 
(But few now living can behold that goodneſs) bt 


A pattern to all princes living with her, 

And all that ſhall ſucceed. &a was never 

More covetous of wiſdom and fair virtue, Sr 
Than this bleſt ſoul ſhall be. All princely graces, 

That mould up ſuch a mighty piece as this 15, 

With all the virtues that attend the good, - 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall nurſe her; | 
Holy and heavenly thoughts {till counſel her: 

She ſhall be lov'd and fear'd. Her own ſhall bleſs her; 
Her foes ihake, like a held of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with ſorrow. Good grows with ker. on 
In her days, every man ſhall eat in ſafety, ey 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and ſing pr, 
Ihe merry ſongs of peace to all his neighbours. 

God fhall be truly known; and thoſe about her 

From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 


Aad claim by thoſe their greatneſs, not by blood. Ti 
Nor ſhall this peace ſleep with her; but as, when Tt 
he bird of wonder dies, the maiden phœnix, Th 
Her aſhes new-create another heir, . 


Er. 
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As great in admiration as herſelf ; 

6 ſhall ſhe leave her bleſſedneſs to one, 

When heaven ſhall call her from this cloud of darkneſs, 
Who from the ſacred aſhes of her honour 


Shall ſtar-like riſe, as great in fame as ſhe was, 


And ſo ſtand fix'd, Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terror, 

That were the ſervants to this choſen infant, 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him: 

Wherever the bright ſun of heaven ſhall ſhine, 

His honour and the greatneſs of his name 

Shall be, and make new nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 

To all the plains about him : our children's children 

Shall ſee this, and bleſs heaven. - 
King Kenry VIII. A. 5. Sc. 4. 


PREVERMENT, 
w— 5; the curſe of ſervice; 
Preferment,goes by letter and affection, 
Not by the old gradation, where cach ſecond 
Stood heir to the firſt. Othello, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


PRIDE. 
Small things make baſe men our 
lenry VJ. Part II. A. 4. Sc. 1. 


Pride hath no other glaſs 

To ſhew itſelf but pride ; for ſupple knees 

Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees, 

Truilus and Creſſida, A. 3. Sc. 7. 


He that's proud eats up himſelf. Pride is his 
own glaſs, his own trumpet, his own chronicle ; and what- 
ever praiſes itſelf but in the deed, devours the deed i' the 
praiſe, Ibid. A. 2. Sc. 7: 


PRODIGIES, 


ive me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heaven was full of hery ſhapes ; 
he goats ran from the mountains, and h herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the frighted fields. 
112 Theſe 


„ 
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'V'huſe ſigns have mark'd me extraordinary, 
And ali the courſes of my lite do ſherwy 
Jam not in the roll of common men. 


Henry IV. Part J. A. z. Sc. i. 


In the moſt high and palmy fate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieſt Julius fell, 

The oraves ſtood tenantleſs; and the ſheeted dead 

Did {queak and gibber in the Reman ſtreets ; 

Stars ſhone with trains of fire, deus of hlood fell; 

Diſaſters veil'd the fun ; and the moill ſtar, 

Upon whole influence A'-p:une's empire ſtands, 

Was ſick almoſt to doomiday with eclipſe : 

And even the like precurſe of herce events, 

As harbingers preceding ſtill the fates, 

And prologue to the omen'd coming-on, 

Have heaven and earth together demonſtrated 

Unto our climatures and countrymen, | 
Hamlet, A. 1. Sc. 1, 


PRODIGIES-R-IDICULE DD. 


The earth ſhook to ſce the heavens on fire, 
And not in tear of your nativity, : 
Diſeaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In ftrange eruptions ; ard the teeming Earth 

with a kind of colic pinch'd and vext, 

By the impriſoning of anruly wind 

Within her womb ; which, for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakes the old beldam Earth, and topples down 
High towers and moſs-grown ſteeples. At vour birth 
Our grandam Earth with this didemperature 

In paſhon ſhook. Henry V. Part J. A. z. Sc. 


PROGNOSTICS OF WAR. 
The bay-trees in our country all are wither'd, 
And meteors fright the füxed ſtars of heaven; 
Ihe pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth; 
And tean-look'd prophets whiſper fearful change: 
Rich men look ſud, and ruffans dance and leap: 
'I'he one, in fear to Joſe what they enjoy; 
1h' other, ia hope t' enjoy by rage and war. 

King Richard II. A. 2. Sc.: 
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PROMIS ES. 


Promiſing is the very air of the time; it opens the eyes 
of expectation. Performance is ever the dulter for bis act ; 
ind but in the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, the deed 
of aving is quite out of ule. To promiſe, is molt courtly 
and taſhionable., Performance is a kind of will, or teſta— 
ment, which argues a great fickneſs in his judgment that 
makes it. Timon of Athens, A. 5. SC. 2. 


Reer. 


P-ofperity*s the very bond of love, 
Wl.ofe freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together, 
Athction alters. The IFinter's T ale, A. * Se. 3 


PROSTITUTE, 
is the ſtrumpet's plague 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one. 
Othello, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


P ROT E STATION. 
———- Were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch, 


| Therevf moſt worthy ; were I the faire youth 


That ever made eye ſwerve ; had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's; I would not prize them 
Without her love ; for her employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her ſervice, 
Or to their own perdition. 

The Winter's Tale, A. 4. Sc. 3. 


PROVIDENCE. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philofophy. 
Hamlet, Ad 36 5. 


Raſhly 
and prais'd be raſhneſs for it. Let us know 

Hur indiſcretion ſometime ſerves us well, 

When our deep plots do fail: and that ſhould teach us 
There is a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 

Nuh-hew them how we will, Aid. A. 5. Se. 2. 
11 3 There 
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There is a ſpecial providence in the fall of: 
ſparrow. If it be now, 'tis not to come; if it be not to 
come, it will be now; if it be not now, yet it will come; 
the readineſs is all. Since no man knows aught of what he 
leaves, what 1s't to leave hetimes? 1bid. A. 5. Sc. 2. 


That I am wretched, 

Makes th:e the happier. Heavens deal fo fill ! 

Let the ſuperfluous and luſt-dicted man, 

That ſlaves your ordinance, that will not ſee 

Becauſe he fan not feel, feel your power quickly: 

So diftribution ſhould undo exceſs, 

And each man have enough. King Lear, A. 4. SC. 2, 


— 


PFROTESTATION OF LOV Bo 


True ſwains in love, ſhall in the world to come 

Approve their truths by Troilus when their rhymes ' 
Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 

Want files, truth tired with Iteration, 

« As true as ſteel, as plantage to the moon, 

As {:n to day, as turtle to her mate, 

As iron to adamant. as earth to the center;“ 

Yet, after all compariſons of truth, 

As truth's authentic author to be cited, 

As true as Troilus“ ſhall crown up the verſe, 

And ſanctify the numbers. | 
Troilus and Creſſida, A. z. SC. 2. 


If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 

When time is old, and have forgot itſelf ; 

When water-drops have worn the ſtones of Troy, 

And blind oblivion ſwallow'd cities up, 

And mighty ſtates characterleſs are grated 

To duſty nothing; yet let memory, 

From falſe to falſe, among falſe maids in love, 

Upbraid my falſchood ! When they have ſaid—as falſe 

As air, as water, wind, or ſandy earth, 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 

Pard to the hind, or ſtepdame to her ſon ; 

Yea, let them ſay, to ſtick the heart of falſehood, | 

As falſe as Creſſid. 2 
| PUNC- 


2 . 
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to 


he 
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PUNCTUALITY. 


u give thrice ſo much land 
To any a friend; 
But ia the way of bargain, mark ye me, 


[11 cavil on the niath part of a hair. 
Henry IV. Part I. A. 3. Sc. 1. 


PUNISHMENT. 


The Law hath not been dead, though it hath ſlept : 

Thoſe inany had not dar'd to do that evil, 

lf the firſt man, that did the edict infringe, 

Had anſwer'd for Ms deed. Now tis awake; 

Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 

Looks in a glaſs that ſhews what future evils, 

Or new, or by remiſſneſs new-conceiv'd, 

And fo in progreſs to be hatch'd and born, 

Are now to have no ſucceſſive degrees; 

But here they live, to end. Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 2. Sc. 1. 


QUIBBLING. 


O dear diſcretion, how his words are ſuited ! 

The fool hath planted in k1s memor 

An acmy of good words; and I do — 

A many fools that ſtand in better place, 

Garniſh'd like him, that for a wickſy word 

Defy the matter. The Merchant of Venice, A. 3. SC. 5. 


RANCOU R. 


I hate him, for he is a Chriſtian : 

But more, for that in low ſimplicity 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 

The rate of uſance here, with us in Venice. 

[f I can catch him once upon the hip, 

[ will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him, 

He hates our ſacred nation; and he rails, 

Lyn there, where merchants moſt do congregate, 
On me, my bargaias, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls intereſt Curſed be my tribe, 

If I forgive him! The Merchant of Fenice, A. 1. SC. 3. 


BAT TVU-R ED 


— O thou day o' th' world, 
Chain m ac arm'd neck; leap thou, attire and all, 
H 4 Through 
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Through proof of harneſs, to my heart, and there W 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 11 


Anton 1 and Cleopat , A. 4. Se. 7. M 


R A8 HN ESS OF YOUTH, 
I beſcech your Majeſty to make it 
Natural rebellion done i' th' blade of youth, 


"> 


When oil and fire, too ſtrong tor reaſon's forte, th 
O'erbears it, and burns on. In 
At Well that Ends Well, A. 5. Sc : 

RAVING OF A MOTHER, B 


lam not mad; this hair ] tear is mine: 
My name is Cenſtance 5 I was G-fry's wile : 
Young Arthur is my ſon, and he is loſt ! 

I am rot mad: I would to heaven I were! 
For then, 'tis like, 1 ſhould forget myſelf. 
Oh, if I could, what grief ſhould 1 forget! 
Preach ſome Philoicphy to make me mad, 
And thou ſhalt be canoniz'd, Cardinal: 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reaſonable part produces rea ſon 

ow 1 may be deliver'd of theſe woes, 
Ard teaches me to kill or hang myſelf. 

If I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſon, 

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he: 

I am not mad; too well, too well 1 feel 
The diſterent plague of each calamity, 

ing TFohn, A. 3 Se. 4. 


Father Cardinal, I have heard you fay, 
Phat we ſhall fee and know our friends in heaven. 
If that be, I hall fee my boy again; 

For, ſnce the birth of Cain, the firt male child, 
do tom that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 

here was not ſuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker ſorrow eat my bud, 

And chaſe the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look as hollow as a ghoſt, 

As dim and meagre as an ague's tt; 

And ſo he'll die; and riſing fo again, 


— — 
KS 7 


„ >, >< py ow ga py ay — — 


1 


When 


. 


1 
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When { ſhall meet him in the court of heaven, 
| hall not know him : therefore never, never, 
Mat I behold my pretty Arthur more, Ibid. 


RECOMMENDATION. 
( Death-ted one.) 


di moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Lord the King 
In which I have n to his goodneſs 

Thc model of our chaſte loves—his voung daughter. F 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blefings on her! 

zeſeeching him to give her virtuous breeding; 

(She is young, and of a noble, modeſt nature; 

| hope ſhe will deſerve well ;) and a little 

To love her for her mother's fake, that loy'd him, 

Heaven knows how dearly! My next poor petition 

J, that his noble grace would have ſome pity 

Upon my wretched woinzn, that fo lung 

Have followed bot my fortunes faithfully : 

Of which there is not e, 1 dare avow, 

(And now I ſhould not lye) but will deferve, 

For and trve beauty of the ſoul, 

For ho , and decent curtiage, 

A right 2004 huſband : let bim be a noble; 

And furc thoſe men are happy that ſhall have 'em. 

The laſt 1, for my men, hey are the pooreſt ; 

But poverty could never draw them from me ;— 

That they nay have tacir wages duly paid 'em, 

And ſomething over, to remember me 2 

If heaven had pleaſed to have given me longer life, 

And abler means we had no: parted thus, 

Theſe are the whole contents: and, good my Lord, 

by that you tove the deareſt in tis world, 

a you wiſh Chriſtian peace to ſouls departed, 

Sand theſe poor people's frisud, and urge the king 

lo do me this laſt right. Fleury VIII. A. 4. Sc. 2. 


K A SA K 7. 
— It ſo falls out, 
That what we have, we prize not to the worth, 
Wales we enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 
1 Why, 
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Why, then we rack the value; then we find 
The virtue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 
Whili it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio: 
When he ſhall hear ſhe dy'd upon his words, 
Th' idea of her lite ſhall ſweetly creep 

Into his ſtudy of imagination, 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit; 
More moving delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and profpect of his ſoul, 

'Than when ſhe liv'd indeed. 


Much Ado About Nothing, A. 4. Sc. 1, 


RELENTING TENDERNESS. 


Aike a dull actor now, 
[ have forgot my part, and J am out, 
| Even to a full diſgrace. Beſt of my fleſh, 
Forgive ny tyranny ; but do not ſay, 
For that, /orgive our Romans,—O, a kiſs 
Long as my exile, ſweet as my revenge! 
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiſs 
I carried from thee, dear; and my true hp 
Hath virgin'd it c'er ſince.— Ve Gods, I prate, 
Aud the moſt noble mother of the world 
Lexve unſalated : fink my knees 2 th' earth; 
Of thy deep duty more Impreſſion ſhew 
Than that of common ſons, 


REMEDY QF EVILS, 


O:r remedies oft in ourſelves do lie, 

Wich we aſcribe to heaven. The fated ſky 
Gives us free ſcope ; only, doth backward pull 
Our oy deſigns, when we ourſelves are dull. 


What power is it which mounts my love ſo high, 


That makes me ſee, and cannot feed my eye? 
The mightieſt ſpace in for:unc nature brings, 
To join like likes; and kiſs, ike native things, 
Impoſſble be ſtrange atteinpts, to thoſe 

hat weigh their pain in ſenſe; and do ſuppoſe 
Wnat hath been, cannot be. 


A. Meli that Ends Well, A. 1. Sc. 2 
R EMO R551. 


Ceoriclanus, A. g. Sc.; 


2 e — — — 


5 


c. 2. 
581. 
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f R EMO RS E. 
This deed unſhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A defloured maid ! 
And by an eminent body that enforc'd 
The law againſt it! But that her tender ſhame 
Will not proclaim againſt her maiden loſs, 
How might ſhe tongue me! yet reaſon dares her: 
For my Cy bears a credent bulk ; 
That no particular ſcandal once can touch, 
But it confounds the breather. He ſhoull have liv'd, 
dave that his riotous youth, with dangerous ſenſe, 
Might, in the times to come, have ta'en revenge ; 
By ſo receiving a diſhonour'd life, 
With ranſom of ſuch ſhame. Would yet he had liv'd ! 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right ; we would, and we would not. 
' Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 4. Sc. 4 


Oh! when the laſt account 'twixt heaven and earth 
s to be made, then ſhall this hand and ſeal 
Witneſs againſt us to damnation. 
How oft the ſight of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill done ! for, hadſt not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted and fign'd to do a deed of ſhame, 
This murder had not come into my mind, 
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aipect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger, 
| faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death, 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Mad'ſt it no conſcience to deſtroy a prince. 
King John, A. 4. SC. 2. 


Hadſt thou but ſhook thy head, or made a pauſe, 
When I ſpake darkly what I purpoſcd; 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon ny face, 
Or bid me tell my tale in expre(s words; 
Deep ſhame had ſtruck me — made me break off, 
And thoſe thy fears might have wr: ught tear in me: 
but thou didſt underſtand me by my ſigns, 
And didſt in ſigns again parley with in ; 
Fea, without ſtop, Halt let thy heart conſent; 

I; 6- * And 
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And conſequently thy rude hand to act 
The deed which both our tongues held vile to name. 1% 


. 
— She bids you 
All on th? wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle head upon her lap; 
Ani the will ſing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 
And on your eyelids crown the God of lleep, 
Charming your blood with pleaſing heavine(s ; 
Making ſuch diftfrence betwixt day and night, 
he hour before the heavenly harneſs'd team 
Begins his golden progreſs in the eaſt, 
Henry IV, Part I. A. 3. Sc. i. 
| REPROACH. 
You were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwiſe 
By all of us; and the fair ſoul herſelf 
Weigh'd between lothneſs and obedience, at 
Which end o' the beam ſhe'd bow. We've loft your fon, 
| fear for ever. Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this buſineſy-making, 
han we bring men to comfort them; 
he fault's your own. The Tempeſt, A. 2. SC. . 
Why have you flol'n upon us thus? You come not 
Like Ciſur's ſiſter; the wife of Autan 
Should have an army for an uſher, and 
he neighs of horle to tel] of her Ae 
Long eve ſhe did appcar: the trees by th' way 
Should have borne men, and expeCtation fainted, 
lowing for what it had not: nay, the duſt 
Should have aſcended to the root of heaven, 
Kais'd by your populous troops, But you are come 
A market-11aid to Rome, and have prevented 
he oftentation of our love; which, left anſhewn, 
ten left unlov'd: we flwuld have met you 
Ky ten aud land, ſupplying eve. y Rage 
With au augmented Ureetng, Antony and Cen. A. 3. Se. 5. 
REPUTATION, 
he pureſt treaſure mortal times tlord 
Is ſputtel;, reputation. T hit away, 
Nc ale but gilded loam, or painted clay, 
A jewel 


wel 
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A jewel in a ten times barr'd-up cheſt, 
Is a bold ſpirit in a 2 breaſt. 
Mine honour is my life; both grow in one: 
Take honour from me, and my life is, done. 
Richard II. A. 1. Sc. 1. 


Good name in man or woman, dear my lord, 

|; the immediate jewel of their ſouls, 

Who ſteals my purſe, fteals traſh; 'tis ſomething, nothing 
was mine, tis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands ; 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed, Othello, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


RESENTMEN T., 


Let it be ſo; thy truth then be thy dower : 

For by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 

The myſteries of Hecate, and the night, 

By all the operations of the orbs, 

From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 

Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 

. and property of blood, 

And as a ſtranger to my heart and me 

Hold thee, from this, 'S ever. The barb'rous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 

To gorge his ap etite, ſhall to my boſom 

Be az well neighbour'd, pitied, and relieved, 

As thou, my ſometime daughter. MAing Lear, A. 1. SC. 2. 


RESERVE. 
—c ou, 
In your tine frame hath love no quality ? 
[f the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument : 
When you are dead, you ſhould be ſuch a one 
A you are now, for you are cold and flern ; 
Ault now you ſhould be as your mother was, 
Wien your tweet ſelf was got. 
All's Well that Ends Neil, A. 4. Sc. 2. 
RESOLVED LOV EF. 


Þ | would 
Make me 4 willoy cabin at your gate, 


And 
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And call upon my ſoul within the houſe ; 

Write royal cantos of contemned love, 

And ſing them loud even in the dead of night: 

Hollow your name to the reverberant hills, 

And make the babbling goſſip of the air 

Cry out, Olivia! O, you ſhould not reſt 

Between the elements of air and earth, 

But you ſhould pity me. Twelfth Night, A. 1. Sc. 5. 


RESOLUTION, 

If they ſpeak but truth of her, 

Theſe hands ſhall tear her; if they wrong her honour, 

The proudeſt of them ſhall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet ſo dry'd this blood of mine, 

Nor age ſo eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made ſuch havock of my means, 

Nor my bad life reft me ſo much of friends, 

But they ſball find awak'd in ſuch a kind, 

Both ſtrength of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them thoroughly. | 
Much ao about Nothing, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


— — Wherefore do you droop? why look you ſad? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought: 
Let not the world ſee fear and ſad diſtruſt 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 
Be ſtirring as the time; be Fes with fire ; 
Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow. 
Of bragging horror: ſo ſhall inferior eycs, 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by. your example; and put on 
The dauntleſs ſpirit of reſolution. 
Away, and glüler like the god of war, 
When he intendeth to become the field. 
Shew boldneſs and alpiing confidence. 
King John, A. 5. Sc. 1. 


—][t I am 


Traduc'd by ignorant tongues, which neither know 
My facu' ties, nor perſon, „et will be 

The chronic'e ot my doing; let me ſay 

"Tis but the fate of place and the rough brake 
That virtue 1auſt go through. We muſt not ſtint 


( 
, 
/ 
| 
| 
| 
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Our neceſſary actions, in the fear 

To cope malicious cenſurers, which ever 

As ravenous fiſhes do a veſſel follow 

That is new trimm'd, but benefit no farther 

Than vainly longing. What we oft do beft, 

By ſick interpreters, once weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allow'd—what worſt, as oft 
Hitting a proper quality, is cried u 

For our beſt act. If we ſhall ſtand ſtill 

In fear, our motion will be mock'd, or carp'd at. 
We ſhould take root here where we fit, or fit 
State-ſtatues only. Henry VIII. A. 1. Sc. 2. 


— — — How poor an inſtrument 
May do a noble deed !—He brings me liberty. 
My reſolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me: now from head to foot 
I'm marble conſtant; now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. Antony and Cleopatra, A. 5. Sc. 5, 


Sweet, rouſe yourſelf: and the weak, wanton Cupid 

Shall from your neck unlooſe his am'rous fold, 

And, like a dew-drop from a lion's mane, 

Be ſhook to air, Troilus and Creſſida, A. 3, Sc. 9. 


O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower; 
Or chain me to ſome ſteepy mountam's top, 
Where roaring bears and ſavage lions roam; 
Or ſhut me naghtly in a charnel-houſe, 
Ver-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones, 
With recky thanks, and yellow chaplets ſkulls; 
Or bid me go intg a new-made grave, 
And hide rae with a dead man in his ſhroud; 
(Tlings, that to hear them nam'd hive made me tremble) 
And i will do it without fear or doubt, | 
10 live an uattaia'd wife to my iet love. 
Romeo and Juliet, A. 4 SC. I. 
RESPECT. 
l ak, that I might waken reverc.ace, 
nd bid the check be ready within bluſh, 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coluly eyes 


Ihe youthful Phabus, TZralis and Crefida, A. 1. Sc. 6. 
RESPECT 


- 
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RESPECT TO THE WORLD. 


You have too much reſpect upon the world: Te 
They loſe it, that do buy it with much care Th 
The Merchant of Venice, A. 1. Sc. 2. & 


REVENGE, 
Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 


Had ſtomach for them all. Orhello, A. 5. Sc. 2. U. 
Ce/ar's ſpirit ranging for revenge, A 
With Are by his fide come hot from hell, . 


Shall in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry Hawuck and let ſhp the dogs of war. 
Julius Cæſar, A 3. SC. 4. 


Lo, by thy fide where Rape, and Murder, ſtands; 
Now give (ome 'ſurance that thou art Revenge, [| 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; | \ 
And then Ill come and be thy waggoner, 


And whirl along with thee about the globe; . 
Provide tuo proper palfries black as jet, V1 
To hale thy vengefu! waggon ſwift away, W 
And find out murdc in their guilty caves ; A 
And when thy car is loaden with their heads, In 


I will diſmount, and by thy waggon-wheel 

Trot like a ſervile footman all day long; 

Even from Hypericn's riſing in the eaſt, 

Until his very downfall in the ſea. 

And day by day [I'll do this heavy taſk, 

So thou deitroy Rapine and Marder there. 

Titus Andrenicus, A. 5. SC. 4 


RHYMERS. 


I had rather be a kitten, and cry wew 4 

Than one of thefe ſame metre billad-mongers, 

I'd rather hear a brazen candlettick turn'd, 

Or a dry wheel gratc-on che axletree ; 

And that would nothing ſet my teeth on edge, 

Nothing ſo much as mhicing poetry: 

Ji Uke the foros gait of a thutiling nag. 
Henry I. Part I, A. 3. SC. 1. 

RICHARD 


* 
vo 
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RICHARD III. CHARACTER, 

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 

Thy ſchool-days frightful, deſperate, wild, and furious ; 

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous ; 

Fl.y age coufirm'd, proud, ſubtle, fly, and bloody. 
Richard III. A. 4. Sc. 5. 


rene. ener. 


Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 

A precious ring that lightens all the hole; 

Which, like a taper in ſome monument, 

Duth ſhine upon the dead man's earthy checks; 

And ſhews the ragged entrails of this pit. ; 
Titus Audronicus, A. 2. SC. 7. 


RISING PASSION, 


pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad; 

| will not trouble thee. My child, farewell; 

We'll no more meet, no more ſce one another. 

hut yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 

Which I muſt needs call mine ; thon art a boil, 
Aplague-ſore, or emboſſed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood. But I'Il not chide thee, 
Let ſhame come when it wall, I do not call it; 

| do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 

Mend when thou canſt; be better at thy leiſure. 

| can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan, 

land my hundred knights, King Lear, A. 2. Sc. 12. 


ROBIN GOODFELLO WV. 


[am that merry wanderer of the night: 

[jeſt to Oberon, and make him ſmile, 

When | a fat and bean ſed horſe beguile, 

\ighing in likeneſs of a filly foal : 

And ſometimes lurk I in a goſſip's bowl, 

lu very likeneſs of a roaſted crab ; 

And when ſhe drinks, againſt her lips I bob, 

And on her wither'd dewlaps pour the ale. 

[he wiſeſt aunt, telling the ſaddeſt tale, 

dometime for three-fout ſtool miſtaketh me; 
Then 
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Then flip I from her bum, down topples ſhe, 
And tailor cries, and falls into a congh ; 
And then the whole quire hold 8 and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and ſwear 
A merrier hour was never waſted there. 

A Midjummer Night's Dream, A. 2. Sc. l. 


SS 7 a &S F--.0808 


do but think 
How ſweet a thing it is to wear a crown 3 
Within whole circuit is Elyſium, 


And all that poets feign of bliſs and joy, Th 
Henry VI. Part III. A. 1. Se. Wn 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, His 
An outw rd honour for an inward toil; Th 
And, for unfelt imaginations, My 
They oiten feel a world of reſtleſs cares: Th 
So that between their titles, and low name, 4 
There's nothing differs but the out ward fame. Un 
King Richard JI. A. 2. Sc. J. 

R UM O U R. A 
I from the orient to the drooping weſt, Ua 
Making the wind my poſt-horſe, ſtill unfold Ra 
'The as commenced 1n this ball of carth; Ha 
Upon my tongue continual ſlanders ride, An 
The which in every language I pronounce Ha 
Stuffing the ears of men with falſe reports, Lo 
I ſpeak of peace, while covert enmity, kn 
Under the ſmile of ſafety, wounds the world ; Th 
And who but Rumour, who but only I, As 
Make fearful muſters, and prepar'd defence, 
Whilſt the big ear, ſwol'n with ſome other griefs, 
Is thought with child by the ſtern tyrant War, 
And no ſuch matter? Rumour is a pipe, Di 
Blown by ſurmiſes, jealouſies, conjectures; Mi 
And of ſo eaſy and ſo plain a ſtop, Va 
That the blunt monſter, with uncounted heads, Al 
The ſtill diſcordant wavering multitude, Ne 
Can play upon. it. Henry IV. Part II. A. 1. Sc. l. Wit 


SAT1IPH 
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SATIRE. 


Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private =, 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the ſea, 
Till that the very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I ſay, the city woman bears 
The coſt of princes on unworthy ſhoulders ? 
Who can come in, and ſay that I mean her, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour ? 
Or what is he of baſeſt function, 
That ſays, his bravery 1s not on my coſt ; 
Thinking that I mean him ; but therein ſuits 
His folly to the metal of my ſpeech ? 
There then ; how then? what then? Let me ſee wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him: if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himſelf : if he be free, 
Why, then my taxing, like a wild-gooſe, flies 
Unclaim'd of any man. As You Like It, A. 2. SC. 7. 


SCOLDING. 


Think you a little din can daunt my ears ? 
Haye I not, in my time, heard lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the ſea puff d up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with ſweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
And heaven's aniflery thunder in the ſcies? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud larums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpets clang ? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 
That 2990 not half ſo great a blow to hear, 
as will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire ? 
The Taming of the Shrew, A. 1. SC. 3. 


SCORNFUL AND SATIRICAL BEAUTY. 


Diſdain and ſcorn ride ſparkling in her eyes, 

Miprizing what they look on; and her wit 

Values itſelf ſo highly, that to her 

All matter elſe ſeems weak: ſhe cannot love, 

Nor take no ſhape nor project of affection, 

be is ſo ſelf-endear'd. Much Ado about Nothing, A. 3. SC. 1. 


I never 


J. 
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I never yet ſaw man, A 
How wiſe, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, V. 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward : if fair-faced, I 
She'd ſwear the gentleman ſhou'd be her ſiſter; Ex 


If black, why Nature, drawing of an aatic, | 
Made a foul blot: if tall, a launce ull-headed ; | 


If low, an aglet very vilely cut: H: 
If ſpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; Bu 
If filent, why, a block moved with none. $1 
So turns ſhe every man the wrong ſide out, if 
And never pives to truth and virtue that 0 
Which ſimpleneſs and merit purchaſeth. Itid, 1 

) 


SEASON S. 

The crow doth fing as {weetly as the lark, 

When neither is attended ; and, I think, 

The nightingale, it ſhe ſhould ſing by day, 

When every gooſe is cackling, would be thought Go 

No better a muſician than the wren. l 

How many things by ſeaſon ſeafon'd are 1 

To their right praiſe, and true rv 4 
* 
b 


The Merchant of Venice, A. 5. Sc. i. 

SEDUCTION. 1 
This man hath witch'd the boſom of my child: 7; 
Thou, thou, Ly/ander, thou haft given her rhimes, 00 
And interchang'd love-tokens with my child- T' 
Thou haſt by moonlight at her window ſung, M. 
With feigning voice, verſes of feigning love ; Ti 
And ſtol'n th' impreſſion of her phantaſy, Ti 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, V. 
Knacks, trifles, noſegays, ſweetmeats (meſſengers Fr 


Of ſtrong prevailment in unharden'd youth): 

With cunning halt thou filch'd my daughter's heart, 

Turn'd her „e which is due to me, 

To ſtubborn harſhneſs. F 
A Midſummer Night's Dream, A. 1. Sc. 1. 4; 


SELF-ABASEMEN T. 
Though for myſelf alone, 
| I would not be ambitious in my wiſh, 
To wiſh myſelf much better : yet for you, 
I would be trebled twenty times myſelf ; 


A thouſand 


—— —_ — — — — —=———— ” 


aud 
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4 thouſand times more fair; ten thouſand times 
More rich ; that, to ſtand high in your account, 
[ might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account : but the full ſum of me 

b ſum of ſomething, which, to term in groſs, 

| 11 unleſſon'd girl, unſchool'd, unprattis'd + 
Happy in this, ſhe is not yet ſo old 

Bui the may learn; more happy then in this, 

die is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learn; 

Happieſt of all, is, that her gentle ſpirit 

Commits itſelf to yours to be directed, 

A; from her lord, her governor, her king: 
Myſelf, and what is mine, to you and yours 

b now converted. The Merchant of Venice, A, 3. Sc. 2. 


Rounded in the ear, 

With that ſame purpoſe-changer, that fly devil, 

That broker, that fill breaks the pate of Faith, 

That daily break-vow, he that wins of all, 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 
Who having no external thing to loſ?2 

but the word Maid, cheats the poor maid of that ; 
Taat ſmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity, 
Commodity, the bias of the world, 

Tae world, which of itielt is poiſed well, 

Mite to run even, upon even ground : 

Ii] this advantage, this vile drawing bias, 

Tas {way of motion, this commodity, 

Mikes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent. 

King John, A. 2. Sc. 6. 


SELF-LOVE. 
v|{-love is not ſo vile a fin 


* ſelf-neglecting. Henry J. A, 2. Sc. 4. 


SEPARATION. 
To die is to be baniſh'd from myſelf ; 
An. Silvia is myſelf: banith'd from her, 
6 [elf from ſelf; a deadly baniſhment ! 
What 


— — —— — — — — — —— — — — 
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What light is light, if Silvia be not ſeen ? 


What joy is joy, if S:i/via be not by, Ti 
Unleſs it be to think that ſhe is by, Hi 
And feed upon the ſhadow of perfection! He 
Except I be by Silvia in the night, He 
There is no muſic in the nightingale; H. 
Unleſs I look on Silvia in the day, W 
'There is no day for me to look upon : 80 
She is my eſſence; and J leave to be, 80 
If I be not by her fair influence 90 
Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. 80 
T he Two Gentlemen of Verona, A. 3. Sc. 1, 80 

SERVILITY. - 

So play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſwoons ; 90 
Come all to help him, and ſo ſtop the air Pa 
By which he ſhould revive: and even ſo W 
The general ſubjects to a well-wiſh'd king Al 
Quit their own part, and in obſequious fondneſs Gi 
Crowd to his preſence, where their untaught love Ty 
Muſt needs appear offence. Ti 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 2. Sc. 1. Ne 

It is the curſe of kings, to be attended 0, 
By ſlaves that take t'-eir hamours for a warrant, Ar 
To break into the bloody houſe of life ; Hi 
And on the winking of authority, it If 
To underſtand a law, to know the meaning Al 


Of dang*rous Majeſty ; when, perchance, it frowns * 
More upon uumc..r than advis'd _— It 
| ing John, A. 4. Sc. 2. H 
SHEPHER D. : 
I am a true labourer. I carn that I eat; pet that I wear; 
owe no man hate; envy no man's happineſs; glad of other 
men's good, content with my harm; and the greateſt of my W | 


pride is, to ſee my ewes graze, and my lambs ſuck, tha 
. As You Like It, A. 3. Sc. ih thr 


SHEPHERD'S LI. 


O God! methinks it were a happy life 
To be no better than a homely ſwain; 
To fit upon a hill, as 1 do now; 


To 
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To carve out dials quaintly, point by pointy 

Thereby to ſee the minutes how they run, 

How many make the hour ful! complete, 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finiſh up the year, 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the time 

do many hours muſt I tend my flock ; 

do many hours muſt I take my reſt; 

do many hours muſt I contemplate ; 

do many hours muſt I ſport myſelf; 

do many days my ewes have been with young; 

do many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

$0 many months ere I ſhall ſheer the flecce : 

do minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 

Paſt over, to the end they were created, 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave, 

Ah! what a life were this! how ſweet, how lovely ! 

Gives not the hawthorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade 

To ſhepherds looking on their filly ſheep, 

Than doth a rich-embroider'd canopy 

To kings, that fear their ſubjzeQs? treachery ? 

O, yes, it doth; a thouſand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the ſhepherd's home.y curds, 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

ii onted fleep under a freſh tree's ſhade, 

A!l which ſecure and ſweetly he enjoys, 

fur beyond a prince's delicates, 

lis viands ſparkling in a golden cup, 

fi body couched on a curious bed, 

Vita care, miſtruſt, and treaſons wait on him, 
Henry VI. Part III. A. 2. Sc. 6. 


SHEPHERD'S PHILOSOPHY. 


I know, the more one ſickens, the worſe at eaſe he is; and 
that he that wants money, means, and content, is without 
tree good friends: that the property of rain is to wet, and 
fire to burn: that good paſture makes fat ſheep; and that 
great Cauſe of the night, is lack of the ſun: that he that 
hath learn'd no wit by nature, nor art, may complain of 
g00d-brezding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 


As You Like lt, A. 3. Sc. 3. 
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$1 CKN B68. 
Infirmity doth fill neglect all office, 
Whereto our health is bound : we are not ourſelves 
When nature, —_ oppreſs'd, commands the mind 


To ſuffer with the body. King Lear, A. 2. Sc. 4 


SIMPLICITY. 


I was not much afraid; for once or twice 

I was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, 

The ſelf-ſame ſun, that ſhines upon bis court, 

Hides not his viſage ſrom our cottage, but 

Looks on alike. Ide Winter's Tale, A. 4. 5c; 


$S LAND EEX. 


For ſlander lives upon ſucceſſion ; 
For ever hous'd, where it once gets poſſeſſion. 
The Comedy of Errors, A. 3. &. . 


"Tis flander, 

Whoſe edge is ſharper than the ſword ; whoſe tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile; whoſe breath 
Rides on the poſting winds, and doth belye 

All corners of the world; kings, queens, and ſtates, 
Maids, matrons—nay, the ſecrets of the grave, 


This viperous ſlander enters. C:ymbeline, A. 3. SC 4 


For haply ſlander, 

Whoſe whiſper o'er the world's diameter 

As level as the cannon to his blank 

"Tranſports his poiſon'd ſhot, may miſs our name, 


And hit the woundleſs air. Hamlet, A. 4. Se.. 


$ LEE P, 


Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 
It ſeldom viſits ſorrow ; when it doth, 


It is a comforter. The Tempeſ?, A. 2. Se. |, 


Boy! Lucius! fait aſleep ? It is no matter; 
Iinjoy the honey heavy dew of ſlumber : 
'I'hou haſt no figures, nor no fantaſies, 
Which buſy care draws in the brains of men; 
"Therefore thou fleep'it ſo ſound. 


Tulius Ca ſar, A. 2. dc. 1 


907 
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SOLICITATION. 
— — "Think with thyſelf, 


How more unfortunate than all living women 

are we come hither ; fince thy fight, which ſhould 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts, 
Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and ſorryw ; 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to ſee 

The ſon, the huſhand, and the father tearing 

His country's bowels out. And to poor we 

Thine enmity 's moſt capital; and thou barr'it us 

Our prayers to the gods, which 1s a comfort 

That all but we enjoy: for how can we, 

Alas! how can we for our country pray, 

Whereto we 're hound, together with thy victory, 
VWhereto we 're bound? Alack! or we mult Tote 

ihe country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 

Our comfort in the country. We mult find 

An eminent calamity, though we had 

Vur with, which fide ſhould win: for either thou 

Muft, as a foreign recreant, be led 

With manacles thorough our ſtreet; or elſe 

Irumphantly tread on thy country's ruin, 

And bear the palm for having bravely ſhed 

+ Wy wite and children's blood. For myſelf, ſon, 

| purpote not to wait on fortune, till 

Thele wars determine. If 1 can't perſuade thee 

Ruther to fhew a noble grace to both parts 

Than ſeck the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
ich to aſſault thy country, than to tread 

| (Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 

That brougt» thee to the, world. Coriolauus, A. 5, SC. 3. 


2 


SOLICITUDE. 


0 ny good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

tor what offence have I this fortuight been 

A baniſh'd woman from my 11arry's bed? 

Tell me, ſweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden fleep? 

Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth, 

And (tart ſo often, when thou ſitt'ſt alone? 

"hy haſt thou loſt the freſh — of thy checks, 


. J. 


And 
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And given my tre: os and my ſ right, of thee, 
% thick eyed muſings, and curil melanc! Holy? 
In thy faint flumbers, 1 1 by thee have watch'd, * 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars; 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding iteed ; 
Cry, Courage! Lo the field! and thou haſt talk'd 
()f fajhes and retires; of treaches, tents, 


Of paliiadoes, fronters, parapets; 
Of baſiliſks, of cannon, culverin, y 
t priſoners? ranſom, and at !oldiers ſlain, We 
And all the current of a hen, hight, — 
Iny ſpirit within thee hath been fo at war, 
And thus hath ſo heftirr'd thee in thy ſleep, I 
hat beads of ſweat have flood upon thy brow, 7 


Like bubbles in a late-diilurbed ftream : 

Aud in thy face ſtrange motions have appear'd, 

Such as we ſee when men reltrain their breath 

On ſome great ſudden hafte, O, what portents are theſe! WY 0 

Some heavy buſineſs hath my Lord in hand, I 

And l muſt know wit, elſe he loves me not. , 
Henry IV. Part J. A. 2. &. 3 \ 

* 


SOLITUDE. 


How uſe doth breed a habit in a man! 1 
This ſiadowy deſert, unfrequented woods, [ 
I beiter brook than flouriſhing peopled towns, 

Here can | fit alone, unſeen of any, Y 
And to the nightingale's complaining notes 1 


June my diſtreſſes, and record my woes. 
Tre Tivo Centlemen of Verona, A. 5. Sc. 4 


Hath not old cuſtom made this I*e more ſweet A 
| Than that of painted pomp ? Are not theſe woods * 
6 More free from pert! than the envious court ? 
| Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, . 

Ine ſcaſons' difference; as the icy tang, 
And churlrh chiding of the winter's wind; 
Which when it bites and blows upon my body, * 
| Iven till! ſhrink with cold, I ſmile, and ſay, If 
"This is no flittery ; theſe are counſellors, \\ 
| 'That feelingly perſuade me what 1 am. I 
As You Like It, A. 2. Sc. 4 
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SON PRAISED. 


Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, and mak'ſt me fn, 
In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
4114 be the father of ſo bleſt a fon ; 
A fon who is the theme of Honour's tongue; 
Amongit a grove the very ftraightelt plant; 
Who is ſweet Fortune's minion and her pride: 
Whilit I, by looking on the praiſe of him, 
See riot and diſhonour flain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O, could it be prov'd 
That ſome night-tripping fairy had exchang'd, 
lu cradle-clothes, our children where they lay, 
And Call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet : 
Then would 1 have his /{arr;, and he mine. 

Henry . A. i; . "iy 


SORROW, 


On! if thou teach me to believe this ſorrow, 
Teach thou this ſorrow how to make me die; 
And let belief and life encounter fo, 
A: doth the fury of two deſperate men 
Which in the very meeting fall and die. 
Fellow, be gone! I cammot brook thy ſight: 
This news hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
King Fuhn, A. 3. SC. Is 
Sorrow breaks ſeaſons, and repoſing hours 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Richard [IT. A. ts Sc. 4. 
— Nobly he. yokes 
A \miling with a ſigh : as if the ſigh 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch ſmile ; 
the ſmile mocking the ſigh, that it would ſly 
trom ſo divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that ſailors rail at. (ymbeline, A. 4. Sc. 2. 
———Patience and ſorrow ſtrove 
Wo ſhould expreſo her goodlieſt. You have ſeem 
vunttine and rain at once: her (miles and tears 
Were like a better day. "Thoſe happy {miles 
that play'd on her ripe lip, ſeem'd not to know 
lat guells were in her eyes, which parted thence 


I 2 A8 


172 The Beauties of Shakspeare, 


As pearls from diamonds dropt. In brief, ſorrow 
Would be a rarity moſt belov'd, if all 
Could ſo become it. Lear, A. 4. Sc.; 


Give ſorrow words ; the grief that doth not ſpeak 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macbeth, A. 4. Sc. 6, 


When ſorrows come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 
But in battalions. Hamlet, A. 4. Sc. ; 


SPECULATION AND PRACTICE. 

If to do were as eaſy as to know what were good to ds, 
chapels had been churches, and poor men's cottages prin- 
ces? palaces. He is a good divine that follows his own 
1niructions; I can caſter teach twenty what were good to 
be done, than to be ore of the twenty to follow my on 
teaching. The brain may deviſe laws for the blood, but 1 
ot temper leaps o'er a cold decree ; ſuch a hare is Madnel; 
the youth, to ſkip o'er the meſhes of Good Counſel the 
cripple! The Merchant of Venice, A. I. Sc. 2. 


When daiſies pied, and violets blue, 
And lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 
And cuckow-buds of yeliow hue, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckow then on ev'ry tree 
Mocks married men; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckow ! cuckow ! cuckow ! O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married ear! 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are plowmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws; 
And raaidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks ; 
The cuckow then, Oc. 
Lowe's Labour Leſt, A. 5. Sc. 2. 


$TATU-E., 


Oh! thus ſhe ſtoo l 

Even with ſuch life of majeſty (warm life, 

As now it coldly ſtands) when firſt I woo'd her. 
Jam aſham'd—does not the ſtone rebuke me, 
For being more ſtone than it? Oh, royal piece! 


There's 


w—_ . 2 


— 
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There's magie in thy majeſty, Which has 

My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and 

From my admiring daughter took the ſpirits, 

Sanding like ſtone with thee. Winter's Tale, A. 5. SC. 3. 


STOICISM., 


[pray thee peace : I will be fleſh and blood ; 
"or there was never yet philoſopher 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently, 
[owever they have writ the ſtyle of Gods, 
and made a pith at chance and ſuſferance. 
Much Ado about Nuthing, A. 5. Sc. 1. 


STORM. 


- 7cwe's lightning, the precui ſors 
Of dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
und ſight-outrunning were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſulphurous ronring the moſt mighty Neptune 
S:em'd to beſiege, and make his bold waves tremble, - 
Yea, his dread trident ſhake. The Tempeſt, A. 1. SC. 2. 


STORM DESCRIBED BY A CLOWN, 


I would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it rages, 
now it takes up the ſhore! But that's not to the point. 
Oh, the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls! ſometimes to 
ke 'em, and not to ſee em; now the ſhip boring the 
moon with her main-maſt, and anon ſwallow'd with yeſt 
and froth, as you'd thruſt a cork into a hogſhead. And 
ten ſor the land- ſervice to ſee how the bear tore out hi; 
aoulder-bone; Row he cried to me for help, and ſaid hi; 
ame was Antigonus, a nobleman. But to make an end of 
te hip; to ſce how the fea flap-dragon'd it.—But firſt, 
% the poor fouls roar'd, and the ſea mock'd them; and 
ten the poor gentleman roar'd, and the bear mock'd him: 
both roaring louder than the ſea or weather. | 

The Winter's Tale, A. 3. SC. 4s 


STORMY NIGHT. 
The night has been unruly : where we lay, 
Var chimneys were blown down; and, as they fav, 
Limentings heard Y th” air; ſtrange ſcreams of death, 
aud propheſying, with accents terrible, 


I Qt 
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Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, 

New-hatch'd to the woeful time: the obſcure bird 
Clamour'd the live-long night: ſome ſay, the earth 
Was feverous, and did ſhake, Macbeth, A. 2. Sc.). 


STREAM. 


Tho current that with gentle murmur glides, 
5 tou know t, beings ſtopp'd, impatiently doth rage: 


det 
But when his fair courſe is not hindered, : 
He makes {woct mutic with th? ae d ones, Ar 
Ging a gentle kits to every ſedge Ar 
tle overtaketh in his pilgrunige ; 
cond fo by many winding nooks he ſtrays, 
With willing ſport, to the wild ocean. | 
The Tube Gentlemen of Verona, A. 2. Se. ;. 1 
STUDY. N 
Trudy d like the heaven's glorious fun, - 
That will not be dee p-ſe -arch'd with ſaucy looks; ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, N 
dave baſe authority from others books, 1 
hefe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 1 
That give a name to every fixed ſtar, 
Hlave no more profit of their ſhining nights, 1 
Than thoſe that walk, and wot not what they are. 
Lowe's Labour Loft, A. 1. Sc. . 
$SUPMISSION, | 


— — God is much diſplenſed 
t wirn unthanktulneſs you take hi, doing. 
la common worldly things 'tis called ungrateful 
With dull unwillingneſs to pay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Wach more to be thus oppoſite with heaven, 
Fo 1t xequires the royal debt it lent you. 
King Richard III. A. 2. Sc. g. 


SUBMISSTON TO THE I. AWS. 


7 1 


—— ——[f the deed were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 
'Fo have a fon ſet your decrees at nought; 
Fo pluck down yuitice from your awful bench; 


c.. 
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Ty trip the courſe of law, and blunt the ſword 

That guards the peace and ſafety of your perion ; 
way, more, to fpurn at your moſt royal image, 

aud mock your workings in a ſecond body: 

(ueſtion your royal thoughts, make the caſe yours ; 
le now the father, and propoſe a ſon ; 

Hear your own dignity 1 much protan'd, 

ee your moſt dre:dful laws ſo looſely ſlighted; 
hold yourſelf ſo by a ſon diſdain'd; 

And then imagine me taking your part, 


And in your power ſo ſilencing your ſon. 
Henry IV. Part II. A. 5. c. 2 


WE: SUICIDE. 


To be, or not to be; that is the queſtion 
Wh-ther *tis nobler in the mind to ſuffer 
The ſlings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 
Or to take arms againſt a ſea of troubles, 
Ind, by oppoling, end them? Jo die—to ſleep— 
No more ;—And by a ſleep to ſay we end 
The heart-ach, and the thouſand natural ſhocks 
That fleſh is heir to—'tis a conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To die; to ſleep — 
To ſleep! perchance to dream: aye, there's the rub-! 
For in that ſleep of death, what dreams may come, 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 
Muſt give us pauſe. "There's the reſpect, 
That makes calamity of ſo long life: 
For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 
Ti” oppreffor*s wrong, the proud man's contumely, 
The pangs of deſpis'd love, the law's delay, 
The inſolence of office, and the ſmurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he himſelf might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? who would fardles bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a weary life, 
But that the dread of ſomething after death 
(That undiſcovered country, from whole bourn 
No traveller returns) puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather hcar thoſe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of ? 
14 Tus: 
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Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all ; 
An thus the native hue of reſolution 

Is tick iie.! o'er with the pale caſt of thought ; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment 
Wich this regard their currents turn awry, 


And loſe the name of ation. Hamlet, A. 3. Sc. I, To 


L know where Loi wear this dagger then: 
Cafias from bondage will deliver CH. 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak molt ſtrong ; 
herein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat, 
Nor ſtony tower, nor walls of beaten braſs, 
Nor aulefs dungeon, nor ſtrong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit; 
But life, being weary of thoſe worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſs itſelf. 

If 1 know this—know, all the world beſide, 
I hit part of tyranny that I do bear, 


J can ſhake off at pleaſure. Julius Cr/ar, A 1. Sc. 3, 


8SUITORS, 
From the four corners of the earth they come, 
J kiſs this ſhrine, this mortal-breathing ſaint. 
n' Hyrconian deſerts, and the vaſly wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as thoroughfares now, 
For princes to come view fair Porta, 
"The watry kingdom, whoſe ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, 15 no bar 
To ftop the foreign ſpirits; but they come, 
As o'er a brook, to foe fair Portia, 


The Merchant of Venice, A 2.56.7. | 


SUN-RISING. 
Kaow'lt thou not 
That when the ſearching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe that lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unſeen, 
In murders and in outrage bloody, here ; 
But when from under this terreſtrial ball 
He fire, the proud tops of the eaſtern pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, trealous, and deteited fins, 


- — 


The 
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The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their hacks, 


dund bare and naked, trembling at themlelves ! 
King Richard II. A. 3. SC 2. 


$SUPERFLUILTY. 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly, 
ro throw a perfume on the violet, 
Ty ſmooth the ice, and add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To ſeek the beauteous eye of heaven to garniſh; 
I; waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. King John, A. 4. SC. 2, 


SUFPFLICATION. 

Whate'er you are, 

That in this deſert inacceſlible, 

Under the ſhade of melancholy boughs, 

Loſe and neglect the creeping hours of time; 

If ever you have look'd on better days, 

Fever been where bells have Knoll'd to church, 

[fever ſat at any good man's feaſt, 

erer from your eye-lids wip'd a tear, 

an know what 'tis to pity and be piticd ; 

Let gentleneſs my ſtrong enforcement be; 

lu the which hope I bluſh, and hide my {word. 
As You Like It, A. 2. Sc. 7. 


SUSPENSE. 
betwern the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the tirk motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantaſma, or a iideous dream: 
The genius and the mortal inflraments 
are then in council; and the ſtate of man, 
like to a little kingdom, ſeffers then 
Lie nature of an inſartection. Jus Cufur, A. 2. SC. I. 


LW IMMLNS. 
| fy 141m beat the ſurges under him, 
Aud ride upon their backs: he trod the water, 
avie enmity he flung ande, and breaſted 
Uh urge molt ſwoln that met him: his bold head 
e the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
VE with his good arms, in lulty ſtrokes, 


1 5 | fo 
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To th? ſhore, that o'er his wave-worn baſis bow'd, 
As ſtooping to relieve him. The 1empeſt, A. 2. Sc. U 


SYMPATHY. 
Fit thou, that art but air, a touch, a feeling, 
Of their aſflictions; and ſhall not myſelf, 
One of their kind, that reliſh all as ſharply, 
Paſſion as.they, be kindher mov'd than thou art? 
Though with their high wrongs I am ſtruck to th' quick, 
Yet with my nobler reaſon, gainſt my fury, 
Do I take part: the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance. They being penitent, 
"The ſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend 
Not a frown further, Ibid. A. 5. Sc. 1, 


3 A -b Bo 
An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly told. 
King Richard III. A. 4. Ne. 4 


TL 4 1 . 
et me wipe off this honourable dew, 
"That filverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks, 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation; 
But this effuſion of ſuch munly drops, 
his Mower, blown up by tempeſt of the ſoul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes ine more amazed, 
Than had 1 ſeen the vaulty top of heaven 
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors. 
King John, A. 5. Sc. 2. 

Wehen I did name her brothers, then freſh tears 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gather'd lilly almoſt wither'd. 

| Titus Andronicus, A. 3. Sc. % 


TEMPEST. 
Are you not mov'd when all the ſway of carth 
Shakes like a thing'unftirm ! O Cicero! 
I have ſcen tempeſts when the ſcolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks; and 1 have ſcen 
Th' ambitious ocean (ſwell, and rage, and foam, 
Jo be exalted with the thicatening clouds; 
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Bat never till to-night, never till now, 
Vid I go through a tempeſt dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil ſtrife in heaven; 
Or elſe the world, too ſaucy with the gods, 
luccuſc them to ſend deſtruction. 


Julius Ceſar, A. 1. Sc. 3. 


—— Things that love night 

[ove not ſuch nights as theſe; the wrathful ſkies 

Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 

And make them keep their caves : ſince I was man, 

duch ſheets of fre, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 

Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 

The affliction, nor the fear, King Leur, A. 3. Sc. 2. 


Poor naked wretches, whercſo'cr you are, 

That bi!c the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm, 

How ſhall your houleleſs heads, and unted ſides, 

Your loop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 

From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe ? O, | have ta'en 

Too little care of this! Take phyſic, Pomp ; 

Expoſe thyſelf to fecl what wretches feel, 

That thou may'ſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 

And ſhew the heavens more juſt. Ibid. A. 3. Sc. 4. 


TEMPTATION. 

et but your honour know, 
Whom I believe to be moſt ſtraipht in virtue, 
That, in the working of your own aſtections, 
Had time coher'd with place, or place with wiſhing, 
Or that the reſolute acting of your blood 
Could have attain'd th' effect of your own purpoſe ; 
Whether you had not ſome time in your lite 
Lit in this point, which now you centure him, 
Aud pulPd the law upon you. 

Meajure for M, Hure, A. 2. Ip. 2; 


— Oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The infiruments of darknets te!l us truths ; 
Win us with honet trifles, to betray us 
lu deepeſt couſequence. Macbeth, A. 1. Sc. 3. 
16 THAX&S. 
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THANKS. A 

Thanks, to men T 

Of noble minds, is honourable meed. Fi 
Timon of Athens, A. 1. Sc. Þ 1 

THIEVERY, 1. 

Ie example you with chievery. \ 
The tun's a thief, and with his great attraction 1 
Robs the vaſt ſea. "The moon's an arrant thief, L 
And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the ſun. 


The ſea' a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves 
The moon into ſalt tears. "The earth's a thief, 
That feeds and breeds by a 2 ſtolen 

1 


From general excrements. Each thing's a thief, 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power | 


Flave uncheck'd theft. Love not yourſelves : away! | 
Rob one another. Ibid. A. 4. Sc. 7, 


THOUGHT INEFFECTUAL, 
Oh, who can hold a fire in his hand, 


By thinking, on the froſty Caucaſus # } 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, \ 
By bare imagination of a feaſt ; 1 
Or wallow naked in December ſnow, | 


By thinking on fantallic ſummer's heat ? 
Oh no! the appreheaſion of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe ; 
Fell Sorrow's tooth doth never rancle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the ſore. 
King Richard 11. A. 2. oc. ; 
1 
Oh, gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort : 
'Vo ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely, were too long, 
'Tho? lite did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour, 
Henry IV, Part I. A. 5. vc. 5 
What! keep a week away ? feven days and nights ? 
light feore ight outer and love's ablent hour, 
More tedigls tan the dial eight (core times? 
Ou weary ieckoung, | Othello, A. 3. Sc. 13 
ros If OFFICE, 
D4aviis, | have feen more days than you: 


And 
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Aud though we lay thoſe honours on this man, 
To caſe ourſelves of divers ſlanderous loads, 

He ſhall but bear them as the aſs bears gold, 

To groan and ſweat under the bulinels, 

Fither led, or driven, as he points the way ; 

and having brought our treaſure where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty als, to ſhake his ears, 

aud graze in commons, Julius Ceſar, A. 4. Sc. 1. 


TORMEN T. 
—— - Thou belt know'ſt 
What torment I did find thee in: thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penctrate the breaſts 
Of ever-angry bears; it was a torment 
lo lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 


Could not undo again. The Tempeſt, A. 1. Sc. 2. 


Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits. 
Vere 't nut attettion chains thy tender days 
To the ſweet glances of thy honour'd love, 
| rather —— thy company, 
lo ice the wonders of the world abroad, 
Than (living dully luggardiz'd at home) 
Wear vut thy youth with ſhapelet> idleneſs. 
The Tube Gentlemen of Ferona, A. 1. 


TROILUS'S CHARACTER, 
The youngett ſon of Priam, a true knight ; 
Not is mature, yet matchleſs; firm of word; 
»eaking in deeds, and deedleſo in his tongue ; 
\ur ſoon provok'd, nor, being provok*d, oon calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open, and both free; 
For what he has, he gives; what thinks, he ſhews ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty ; 
Nor dignihes au inpair thought with breath : 
Manly as {eetor, but more dangerous; 
or Hector in his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 
lo tender objects; but he in heat of action 
more vindicative than jealous love. 
they call him Trollus, and on him erect 


' A. tt» 
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A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus ſays AÆncas, one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches ; and, with private ſoul, 
Did in great 1h;n thus tranſlate him to me. 
T roilus and Crefſida, A. 4. Sc. 9. 


TRUE LOVE. 
—m— If thou ſhalt ever love, 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me : 
For ſuch as I am, all true lovers are; 
Unſtaid and ſkittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. 7avelfth Night, A. 2. Se. x 


——— He ſays he loves my daughter: 
T think ſo too; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll ſtand and read 
As 'twere my daughter's eyes: and, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a kiſs to chuſe 
Who loves another beſt, Te Winter's Tale, A. 4. Sc. , 


TYRANNICAL GOVERNMENT, 

———- Alas, poor country! 
Almoſt afraid to know itſelf! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile; 
Where ſighs and groans, aad ſhrieks, that rend the air, 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent ſorrow ſeems 
A medern ecſtaſy : the dead man's knell 
Ts there ſcarce aſc'd, for whom? and good men's Ives 
F.xpire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying or ece they ſicken. Macbeth, A. 4. SC. ;. 


VALE DESCRIBED, 


A barren and deteſted vale, you ſee, it is. 

The trees, though ſummer, vet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome witiz mols, and baleful miſteltoe. 

Here never ſhines the ſun ; here nothing breeds 
Unieſs the nig':'ly owl, or fatal raven. 

And when they thew'a ine this akhorred pit, 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thouſand fiends, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 
Len thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchins, 


Weuld 


on 
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Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed cries, 
As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should Rraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 
Titus Andronicus, A. 2. Sc. 4. 


VALOUR. 
Methought he bore him in the thickeſt troop, 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat; 
Or as a bear encompaſs'd round with dogs, 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 
The relt ſtand all aloof and bark at him. 
King Henry VI. Part III. A. 2. Sc. 1. 


V A L u E. 
But Value dwells not in particular will; 
[t holds his eſtimate and dignity 
Az well wherein 'tis precious of itſelf, 
As in the prizer, *Tis mad idolatry 
To make the ſervice greater than the god; 
And the will doats, that is inclinable 
To what infectioufſly itſelf affects, 
Without ſome image of the affected merit. 

Troilus and Creſſida, A. 2. SC. 2. 


VALUE OF THE WORLD 
I hold the world but as the world, Graizane, 
A ſtage where every man muſt play his part, 
And mine a fad one. Merchant of Ienice, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


VANITY OF PLEASURES. 


Why, all delights are vain ; but that moſt vain, 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain. 
Love's Labour Loft, A. 1. Sc. 1. 


VANITY OF POWER. 
lo matter where: of comfort no man ſpeik : 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs; 
Make duſt our paper, and with rainy cyes 
Write ſorrow on the boſom of the earth ! 
Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills ; 
And yet not ſo—for what can we bequcath, 
dave our depoſed bodies to the ground? 8 
ur 


| Lays ker full mels before you. Want! Why want? 
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Our lands, our lives, and all, are Bolingbroke's ;. 
And nothing can we call our own but death, 
And that ſmall model of the barren earth 
Which ſerves as paſte and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's ſake, let us ſit upon the ground, 
And tell fad ſtories of the death of kings j 

Flow ſome have been depos'd, ſome lain in war, 
Some haunted by the ghoſts they diſpoſſeſd, 
Some poiſon'd by their wives, ſome ſleeping kill'd, * 


All murther'd. Richard II. A. 3. Sec. 2, # 
But virtuc, as it never will he mov'd, 1 


Though lewdneſs court it in a ſhape of heaven; 
So luſt, though to a radiant _ link'd, 


Will fate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 0 
And prey on garbage. Hamlet, A. 1. Sc. 5. il 
VOWS. , 
The gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh vows ; k 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd . 
' han ſpotted livers in the ſacrifice. A 
Tiuilus and Creſſida, A. 5. SC. 3. 
WANT. 
Your preateſt want is, you want much of meat. | 
Why thould you want? Behold, the earth hath roots; lf 
Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings : A 


The oak bears maſt, the briars ſcarlet hips; 
The bounteous houſewife, Nature, on each buſh 


{imon of Athens, A. 4. Oe. 3. 


WANIONN ESS. 

—— bie, he upon her 
There's language in her eye, her check, her lip; 
Nay her foot {pcaks, her wanton ſpirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
theſe encounterers, ſo ghib of tongue, 
That give a coaſting welcome ere it comes, 
And wide unclaſp the tables of their thoughts 
'To every tickhft reader! ſet them down 
kor Luttiſh ſpoils of opportunity, 

T reil.'s and Crefſida, A. 4. Se. 5. 


2. 
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WAR L IKT SPIRIT. 
Now all the youth of England are on kre, 
nd ſilken dalliance in the wardrobe lies: 
Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Mcigns ſolely in the breaſt of every man: 
[he'y ſell the paſture now to buy the horſe ; 
Following the mirror of all Chriſtian kings, 
with winged heels, as Exgliſb Mercuries ; 
[or now ſits expeRation in the air, 
d hides a ſword from hilts unto the point 
With crowns 1mperial, crowns, and coronets, 
promis d to Harry and his followers, 

King Henry V. A. 2. SC. 1. 
WARRIOR, 
| aw young Harry with his beaver on, 
li cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe trom the ground like teather'd Mercury; 
\rd vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his ſeat, 
A it an angel dropt from the clouds, 
To turn — wind a fiery Pegaſus, 
And witch the world with noble horſemanſhip, 
Henry IV. Part } A. 4+ Sc, 2. 


WIFE. 

l do think it is their huſband's faults, 
If wives do fall: ſay that they ſlack their duties, 
And pour our treaſures into foreign laps ; 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh jealouſies, 
Throwing reflraint upon us; or ſay they ſtrike us, 
Ur ſcant our former having in deſpight: 
Why we have galls; and though we have ſome grace, 
Tet have we ſome revenge. Let huſbands know, 
Their wives have ſenſe like them ; they ſee, and ſmell, 
\nd have their palates both for ſweet and ſour, 
\ huſbands have —W hat is it they do 
When they change us for others? ls it ſport ? 
[think it is. And doth affection breed it ? 
| think it doth. Is it frailty that thus errs ? 
ts ſo too. And have not we affections, 
Velires for ſport, and frailty, as men have ? 
[hen let them uſe us well: elſe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inſtruct us to. Orhello, A. 4. Sc. 2. 
WIFE > 
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Wir k's pur 
Fie! fie! unknit that threatening unkind brow, 


And dart not ſcornful glances from thoſe eyes, bo 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor. 10 
It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads ; We 
Contounds thy tame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair buds ; ir 
And in no ſenſe is meet or amiable. mM: 
A woman mov*'d is like a fountain troubled, ul 
Muddy, ill ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty; þ 
And, while it is fo, none ſo dry or thirity bi 
Will deign to ſip or touch one drop of it. pl 


Thy hultband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſovercion ; one that cares f thee, 
And for thy maintenance; commits his hody 
To painful labour, both by fea and land, 
To watch the niglit in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
While thou lieſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe ; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands 
But love, fair looks aad true obedience ; 
Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 
Such duty as the ſubject owes the prince, 
Even ſuch a woman owetli to her huſband : 
And when ſhe's froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſour, 
And not obedient to his honelt will, 
What is ſhe but a foul contemling rebel, 
And graceleſs traitor to her loving lord? 
Jam aſham'd that women are ſo ſimple 
To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace; 
Or ſeek for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 
When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obry. 
Why are our bodies ſoft, and weak, and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
But that our ſoft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 

The Taming of the Shrew, A. 5. Sc. % 


WILFULNESS. 
O, fir, to wilſul men, 
The injuries that they themſelves procure, 
Mutt be their ſchoolmaſtors. King Lear, A. 2. Sc. 13 


WIL 
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WII. L. 


—— ＋Tis in ourſelves that we are thus and thus. Our 
kodies are our gardens, to the which our wills arc gardeners: 
{ that if we will plant nettles, or ſow lettuce; ſet hyſſop, and 
wed up thyme z ſupply it with one gender of herbs, or diſ- 
114 it with many: either have it ſteril with 1dleneſs, or 
wanured with induftry ; why the power and cortigible au— 
ority of this lies in our walls, It the balance of our lives 
h1d not one ſcale of reaſon to poiſe another ofſe nſuality, the 
Woch and baſeneſs of our natures would conduct us to moſt 
pepollcrous concluſions, Othello, A. 1. SC. 3. 


n 


When ificles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 
When blood is nipt, and ways bh foul, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring owl, 
to whit! to who ! a merry note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 
When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds ft brooding in the ſnow, 
And Aſarian's noſe looks red and raw; 
When roaſted crabs hiſs in tae bowl, 
Then nightly, c. 
Love's Labeur Lnft, A. 5. &. 4 


WISDOM AND FORTUNE. 
Wiſdom and Fortune combating together, 
if that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may ſhake it, Ant. and Cliop. A. 3. Sc. 9. 


WITCHES, 


m— What arc theſe, 

do wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire, 
That look not like the inhabitants o' th' earth, 
And yet are on't? Live yon, or are you aught 
That man may queition? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
13 By each at once her choppy finger laying 

Upon her ſkinny lips. You ſhould be women; 1 
Lis ut 


92 
- 


188 The Beauties of Shakspeare. 


But yet your beards forbid me to interpret, 


That you are fo, Macbeth, A 1. Sc.; 
WITCHES POWER. W 
T conjure you by that which you profeſs, 1 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me: Ai 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight A: 
Againſt the churches; though the yeſty waves W 
Confound and ſwallow navigation up ; In 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down; F 
Though caſtles topple on their warders heads; U. 
Though palaces and pyramids do ſlope * 


Their heads to their foundations; though the treaſure | 


Of Nature's germins tumble all together, \ 
Even till deſtruction ſicken; anſwer me A 
To what I aſk you. Ibid. A. 4. Sc. 1. 1 

| 
WOLSEY'S CHARACTER. : 


— —— You are meek and humble. 
You ſign your place and calling, in full ſeeming, 
With meckneſs and humility ; Pat your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, ſpleen, and pride. 
You have by fortune, and his Highneſs' favours, 
Gone lightly o'er low ſteps ; and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers ; and your words, 
Domeſtics to you, ſerve your will as 't pleaſe 
Yourſelf pronounce their oſſiee. I muſt tell you, 
You tender more your perſon's honour, than 
Your high profeſſion ſpiritual. 

King Henry III. A. 2. Sr. b. 


WOMAN'S FEARS, 


Thou ſhalt be puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am fick and capable of fears ; 
Oppre(s'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ; 
A widow, huſbandleſs, ſubjeR to tears ; 
A wom.in naturally born to fears: 
And though thou now confeſs thou didſt but jeſt, 
With wy vex'd ſpirits 1 cannot take a truce, 
But they will quake aud tremble all this day. 
Ring John, A. 3. SC. . 


WOMAN, 
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WOMAN IN MAN'S APPAREL, 
I Il hold thee any wager, 

When we are both appar-ll'! like young men, 
I prove the prettier fel of the two, 
And wear my dagger with a braver grace; 
Aud ſpeak between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice; and turn two mincing fleps 
[nto a AE ſtride; and ſpeal: of frays, 
Like a fine ſagging youth; an tell quaint lyes, 
How honourable ladies ſought my love, 
Which I denying, they tell fick, and died; 
| could not do with all: then 1'II repent, 
And wiſh, for all that, that I had not kill'd them. 
And twenty of theſe puny lyes I'll tell ; 
That men ſhall ſwear I've diſcontinued ſchool 
Above a twelvemonth. I have in my mind 
4 thouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging Jacks, 
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Wach I will practiſe. Merchant of Venice, A. 3. SC. 4. 


Were 't not better, 

Becauſe that I am more than common tall, 

That I did ſuit me all points like a man? 

A gallant curtelax upon my thiga, 

\ boar-ſpcar in m non] and (in my heart, 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
We'll have a ſwaſhing and a martial outhide, 
many other manniſh cowards have, 

[lat do outface it with their ſemblances. 


As You Like It, A. 1. Se. 3. 


You muſt forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience ; fear and niceneſs, 
The handmaids of all women, or more truly 
Woman its pretty ſelf, to waggiſh courage; 
Ready in gybes, quick-anſwer'd, ſaucy, and 
\; quarrellous as the weazel : nay, you mult 
Forget that rareſt treaſure of your Ne ; 
Fyofing it (but, oh, the harder heart ! 
lack, no remedy) to the greedy touch 

01 common-kifling Titan; and forget 

Your labourſome and dainty trims, wherein 


You have made Funo angry. Cymbeline, A. 3 SC. 4+ 


WOMEN, 


190 The Beauties of Shakspeare, 


WOMEN, 
Women are angels, wooing. 

Things won are done; joy's foul lies in the doing, 
That ſhe belov'd knows naught, that knows not thus, 
Mea prize the thing ungain'd more than it is. 

Troilus and Crefſida, A. 1. Sc. : 

Women are not 

In their beſt fortunes ſtrong ; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd veſtal. Ant. and Cleop. A. 3. Se. ;. 


WOMEN'S EYES. 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They ſparkle ſtill the right Promethean fire; 
They are the books, the arts, th' academies, 
That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the world; 
Elſe none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Leve's Labour Loft, A. 4. Se. 4, 


WOMEN, AN INVECTIVE AGAINST. 


Is there no wav for men to be, but women 

Muſt be half-workers? We are baftards all; 

And that moſt vencrable man, which I 

Did call my father, was 1 know not where 

When I was ſtampt. Some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time; ſo doth my wife 

The non-pareil of this Oh vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my law ful pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 

And pray'd me, oft, forbearance ; did it with 

A pudency ſo rety, the ſwezt view on 't 

Might well have warm'd old Sarurn—that I thought let 
As chaſte as unſunn'd ſow. Oh, all the devils! 
This yellow 1ac44z5 in an nour—was 't not? — 

Or lets—at firſt? Perchance he ſpoke not, but 
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one, 

Cricd, Oh! and mounted; found no oppoſition 
But what he look'd. for ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe 
Should from encounter guard. Could | find out 


'The woman's part in me! For there's no motion ( 
That tends to vice in man, but, I affirm, V 
It is the woman's part: be 't lying, note it, * 
The woman's; flattermg, her's; deceiving, her's ; A 


In 


My 


C. 2. 
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Laſt, and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, hers ; 

\mbitions, covetings, change of prides, diſdain, 

Nice longings, ſlanders, mutability : 

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, 

Why, her's, in part, or all; but rather all:. For even to vice 

They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill 

(ne vice, but of a minute old, for One 

Not half fo old as that. Pl write againſt them, 

Deteſt them, curſe them yet 'tis greater ſkill, 

la a true hate, to pray they have their will; 

Taz very devils cannot plague them better. ' 
C;mbeline, A. 2. Sc. 7. 

WONDER, 

There was ſpeech in their dumbneſs, language in their 
geſture; they look'd as they had heard of a world ranſom'd, 
or one deſtroy'd; a notable paſſion of wonder appear'd in 
22m ; but the wiſeſt beholder, that knew no more but ſee. 
ng, could not ſay if th' importance were joy or ſorrow ; 
bat in the extremity of the one it muſt needs be. 

The Winter's Tale, A. 5. Sc. 2. 


—— Can ſuch things be, 
414 overcome us like a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our ſpecial wonder? . You make me ſtrange 
en to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
den now I think you can behold ſuch fights, 
dad keep the natural ruby of your cheek, 
nen mine is blanch'd with fear. Macbeth, A. 3. Sc. 4. 
WORDS. 
Yay ſhould calamity be full of words, 
indy attorneys to their clients woes, 
ury tucceeders of inteftate joys, 
dor breathing orators of miſeries ? 
det them have ſcope. Though what they do impart 
p nothing elle, yet they do caſe the heart. 
King Richard III. A. 4. Sc. 4- 


RE! 
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WORLD. 
Ca, world, thy ſſippery turns! Friends now fait ſworn, 
hoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one heart, 
" nofe hours, whole bed, whoſe meal and exerciſe 
Are till together, who twin as 'twere in love 
Uuleparable, 
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Unſeparable, ſhall within this hour, 

On a diſſention of a doit, break out 

To bittereſt enmity : So felleit foes, 

Whole paſſions and whoſe plots have broke their ſleep, 
To take the one the other, by fome chance, 


Some trick not worth an egg, ſhall grow dear friends, ) 
And interjoin their iſſues, Coriolanus, AI. 4. Sc. . 
WRONG. E 


Now breathleſs Wrong 

Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eaſe, 

Aud purſy Inſolence ſhall break his wind 

With tear and horrid flight. 7zon of Athens, A. 5. Sc. f. 


YOUTH, ] 
From our infancy 

We have convers'd, and ſpent our hours together: De 
And though myſelf have been an idle truant, Ar 
Omitting the ſweet benefit of time, Pot 
To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection; A; 
Yet hath Sir Pretheus, for that's his name, Th 
Made nſe and fair advantage of his days: An 
His years are young, but his experience old ; Te 
His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe ; An 
And in a word (for far behind his worth don 
Come all the praiſes that I now beſtow) Up 
He is complete in feature and in mind, We 
With all good grace, to grace a gentleman. Has 
The 1*%vo Gentlemen of Verona, A. 2. Sc. 4 Wh: 
O thou Goddeſs, dlo 

Thou divine Nature, how thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two princely boys! They are as gentle N 


As zephyrs blowing below the violet, 

Not wagging his * head; and yet as rough, 

Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rudeſt wind, 

That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 

And make him ſtoop to the vale. Lis wonderſul, 
That an inviſible inſtinct ſhould frame them 

To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught ; 

Civility not ſeen from other ; valour 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 

As if it had been ſow'd! Cymbeline, A. 4. Sc. 1. 
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Ne I. — Tux TEMPEST. 
Acr III. Scene I. Before Proſpero's Cell, 


Enter Ferdinand, bearing a Log. 


T FERDINAND. 
HERE be ſome ſports are painful, but their labour 
Delight in them ſets off: ſome kinds of baſeneſs 
ire nobly undergone, and moſt poor matters 
Peint to rich ends. This my mean taſk wou'd be 
A heavy to me, as odious : but 
The miſtreſs, which I ſerve, quickens what's dead, 
And makes my labours pleaſure: O, ſhe 15 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed ; 
And he's compos'd of harſhneſs. I muſt remove 
dome thouſands of theſe logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a ſore injunction. My ſweet miſtreſs 
Weeps when ſhe ſees me work, and ſays, ſuch baſeneſs 
Had ne' er like executor; I forget; 
„ theſe ſweet thoughts do ev'n refreſh my labour, 
Moſt buſy-leſs, when I do it. 


Enter Miranda; and Proſpero, at a diſtance unſzen, 


Mira, Alas, now, pray you, 
Vork not ſo hard; I would the lightning had 
burnt up thoſe logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile: 
Fay, ſet it down and reſt you; when this burns, 
twill weep for having wearied you. My father 
hard at ſtudy ; pray now, relt yourſelf; 
e's fafe for theſe three hours, 

Fer. O moſt dear miſtreſs, 

ie ſun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 
. WV iat 1 mui ſtrive to do. 
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Mira, If you'll fit down, 
I'll hear your logs the while, Pray, give me that; 50 
I'll carry it to the pile. [1 

Fer. No, precious creature, 

Ld rather crack my ſinnews, break my back, 
"Than you ſhould ſuch diſhonour undergo, 
While [ fit lazy by. 
Mira. It would become me, 
As well as it does you; and I ſhould do it 
With much more eaſe ; for my good-will is to it, 
And yours it 15 againſt. 
Pro. Poor worm! thou art infected; 
This viſitation ſhews it. 

Mira. You look wearilv. 

Fer. No, noble miſtreſs : *tis freſh morning with me, 
When you are by at night. I do beſcech you, 
(Chictly that I might ſet it in my prayers) 

What 1s your name ? 

Mira. Miranda. O my father, 
l've broke your heſt to ſay ſo. 

Fer. Admir'd Miranda! | 
Indeed the top of admiration : worth 
What's deareſt to the world ! Full many a lady 
[I've ey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Jhe harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent car; for ſeveral virtues 
flaie I lik'd ſeveral women, never any 
VV ith ſo full foul, but ſome defect in her 
Did quarrel with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 

And put it to the foil. But you, O you, 
So perfect and ſo peerleſo, are created 
Of every creature's beſt, 

Mira. 1 do not know 

One of my ſex ; no woman's face remember, 

Save from my glaſs mine own; nor have I ſeen 

More that 1 may call men, than you, good friend, 
And iny dear father. How features are abroad, 
I'm ſkill-leſs of; but, by my modeſty, 

(The jewel in my dower) I would not wiſh 
Any companion in the world but you; 

Nor can 1magination form a ſhape, 

Beſides yourſelf, to like of. But I prattle 
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zomething too wildly, and my father's precepts 
| therein do forget. 
Fer. Jam, in my condition, 
A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king ; 
would, not ſo!) and would no more endure 
This wooden ſlavery, than I would ſuffer 
The fleſh-fly blow my mouth.— Hear my ſoul ſpeak— 
The very inſtant that 1 ſaw you, did 
My heart fly to your ſervice, there reſides 
To make me ſlave to it, and for your ſake 
Am I this patient log- man. 
Mira. Do you love me ? 
Fer. O heav'n! O earth! bear witneſs to this ſound, 
And crown what I profeſs with kind event, 
A ſpeak true; if hollowly, invert 
What beſt is boded me, to miſchief! I 
beyond all limit of what elſe i“ ch' world. 
Do love, prize, honour you. 
Mira. I am a fool, 
To weep at what I'm glad of. 
Pre. Fair encounter 
0ftwo mott rare affections! Heavens rain grace 
Un that which breeds between 'em! 
Fer. Wherefore weep you? 
Mira. At mine unworthincſs, that dare not offe: 
What I deſire to give; and much 1: take 
What I ſhall die to want. But this 15 trifling ; 
Ard all the more it ſeeks to hide itſelf, 
The bigger bulk it ſhews. Hence, baſhful Curing ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy Innocencc. 
lam your wife, if you will marry me; 
not, PI die your maid ; to be your fellow 
Jou may deny me; but I'll be your iervant, 
Whether you Will or no. 
Fer. My miſtreſs, deareſt, 
And I thus humble ever. 
Mira. My huſbaud then? 
Fer. Ay, with a heart a, willing 
bondage e'er of freedom. Here's my hard. 
Mira. And mmine, with m) heart in't. And nom fare sel, 
il half an hour hence. ; 


vel Fir. A thouſand, thouſand. [ Exennt. 


196 Scenes from Shakspeare's Plays. 


Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be, 
Who are ſurpris'd withal ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. [I'll to my book; 
For yet, ere ſupper-time, mult I perform 
Much buſineſs appertaining. | [ Exit, 


Ne. I.—MEASURE Fox MEASURE. 
Acr UI. Scenes I. The Priſm. 
Emer Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. 


Duxx. 
So. then you've hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? 
Claud. The miſerable have no other medicine, 
But only Hope: I've hope ta live, and am prepar'd to die, 
Duke. Be abſolute for death: or death, or life, 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with life: 
If I do loſe thee, I do loſe a thing 
That none but fools would keep. A breath thou art, 
Servile to all the fkicy influences 
That do this habitation, where thou keep'ſt, 
Hourly afflift : merely thou art death's fool; 
For him thou labour'ſt by thy flight to ſhun, 
And yet run'ſt toward him ſtill. Thou art not noble: 
For all the accommodations, that thou bear'ſt, 
Are nurs'd by baſeneſs: thou 'rt by no means valiant ; 
For thou doit fear the ſoft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm. Thy beſt of reſt is ſleep, 
And that thou oft provok'ſt; yet grofsly fear'ſt 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyſelf; 
For thou exiſt'ſt on many a thouſand grains, 
That iſſue out of Cuſt. Happy thou art not ; 
Jor what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſtriv'ſt to get; 
And what thou haſt forget'ſt. Thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion ſhitts to ſtrange effects, 
After the moon. If thou art rich, thou art poor; 
Yor, like an ats, whoſe back with ingots bows, 
Thou bear'tt thy heavy riches but a journey, 
And death unloads thee. Friend haſt thou none; 
For thy own bowels, which do call thee Sire, 
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The mere effuſion of thy proper loins, 

Do curſe the gout, /erpige. and the rheum, 

For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, nor age; 
Fut as it were an aſter-dinner's ſleep, 

Dreaming on both ; for all thy bleſſed youth 
becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palſied Eld; and when thou art old and rich, 
Thou haſt neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy riches pleaſant. What's yet in this, 
Thet bears the name of life? yet in this life 

Lie hid more thouſand deaths; yet death we fear, 
That makes theſe odds all even. 


Claud. I humbly thank you. 


To ſue to live, I find, I ſeek to die; 
And, ſecking death, find life: let it come on. 


Enter Iſabella. 
Jab. What, ho! Peace here, grace and good company! 
Prey, Who's there? Come in: The with deſerves a wel- 
Duke. Dear Sir, ere long I'll viſit you again. [come. 
Claud. Moſt holy Sir, I thank you. 
Jab. My buſineſs is a word or two with Claudio. 
Prev. And very welcome. Look, Signior, here's your 
Duke. Proveff, a word with you. ſiſter. 
Prov. As many as you pleaſe. ä 
Dale. Bring them to ſpeak where I may be conceal', 


Yet hear them. Exeunt Duke and Provoſt. 


Claud. Now, ſiſter, what's the comfort: 
I/ab. Why, as all comforts are; moſt good in deed: 


lord Augelo, having affairs to heaven, 

Intends you for his ſwift ambaſſador ; 

Where you ſhall be an everlaſting leiger. 

therefore your belt appointment make with ſpeed ; 
to-morrow you ſet on. 


Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

[/ab. None, but ſuch remedy, as, to ſave a head, 
o cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any? 

Jabs, Yes, brother, you may live: 


There 15 a devilith mercy in the judge, 
you'll implore it, that will frec your life, 
u fetter you till death. 


3 (Claud. 
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Claud. Perpetual durance ? | 
Lab. Ay, juſt ; perpetual durance; a reſtraint, 
Tio? all the world's vaſtidity you had, 


'J'o a determin'd ſcope. A 

Claud. But in what nature? A 

1/ab. In ſuch a one, as you, eonſenting to't, 

Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 7 
And leave you naked. V 

Claud. Let me know the point. 0 

1/ab. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake, 
JLeſt thou a feverous life ſhould'ſt entertain, 

And fix or ſeven winters more reſpect 1 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'ſt thou die? 7 
The ſente of death is moſt in apprehenſion ; | 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 

In corporal ſufferance finds a pang as great, 

As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this ſhame ? 7 
Think you, I can a reſolution fetch T 
From flowery tenderneſs ? If I muſt die, A 
I will encounter darkneſs as a bride, T 
And hug it in mine arms. Tn 

1/ab. There ſpake my brother; there my fatter's grave Wl © 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muſt die: A, 
Thou art too noble to conſerve a life T 
In baſe appliances. This outward-ſainted Deputy, 0 
Whote ſettled viſage and deliberate word * 
Nips youth i' th' head; and follies doth emme w, 7 

As faulcon doth the fowl ; is yet a devil: 7. 
His fich within being caſt, he would appear 01 
A pond as deep as hell. T; 

Claud. The princely Angelo? 

1/ab. Oh, 'tis the cunning livery of hell, | 
The damned'ſt body to inveſt and cover W 
In princely guards, Doſt thou think, Claadis, * 
If I would yield him my virginity, T} 
Thou might'ſt be freed ? | 

Claud. Oh, heavens ! it cannot be. Oh 
Lab. Yes, he would give it thee for this rank offence, . 


So to offend him ſtill. This night's the time 
That I ſhould do what I abhor to name, 


Or elſe thou dy'ſt to-morrow. of 
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Claud. Thou ſhalt not do't. 

1/ab. Oh, were it but my life, 

4 throw it down for your deliverance 

As frankly as a pin. 

Claud. Thanks, deareſt Jabel. 

Jab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow, 
Claud. Ves. Has he affections in him, 

That thus can make him bite the law by the noſe, 
When he would force it? Sure, it is no fin; 

Or of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt. 

Jab. Which is the leaſt? 

Claud. If it were damnable, he 2 ſo wiſe, 
Why ſhould he for the momentary tric 

ze perdurably find ? Oh, 1/abel / 

Jab. What ſays my brother ? 

Claud. Death's a fearful thing. 

Jab. And ſhamed life a hateful. 

land. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
To lie in cold obſtruction, and to rot; 

This ſenfible warm motion to become 

A kneaded clod ; and the delighted ſpirit 

To bathe in fiery floods, or to refide 

In thrilling regions of thick- ribb'd ice; 

To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs winds, 

And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 

The pendant world; or to be worſt than worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawleſs and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling : *tis too horrible ! 

The wearieſt — moſt loathed worldly life, 

That age, ach, penury, impriſonment 

Can lay on nature, is a paradiſe 

To what we fear of death. 

Jab. Alas! alas! 

Claud. Sweet ſiſter, let me live! 

What fin you do to ſave a brother's life, 

Nature diſpenſes with the deed ſo far, 

That it becomes a virtue. 

Jab. Oh, you beaſt ! 

Oh, faithleſs coward ! oh, diſhoneſt wretch ! 

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 

lt not a kind of inceſt, to take life 

from thine own fiſter's ſhame? What ſhould I think ? 
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Heaven grant my mother play'd my father fair! 
For ſuch a warped flip of wildernets 
Ne'er iſſu'd from his blood. Take my dehance, 
Die, periſh ! Might my only bending down 
Reprieve thee frem thy fate, it ſhould proceed. 
I'll pray a thouſand prayers for thy death; 
No word to ſave thee. 

Claud. Nay, hear me, Jabel. 

{/ab. Oh, fie, fie, fie! 
Thy ſin's not accidental, but a trade; 
Mercy to thee would prove itſelf a bawd ; 
»Tis beſt, that thou dy'ſt quickly, 

Claud. Oh, hear me, Jabel. 


Enter Duke and Provoſt. 


Duke. Vouchſafe a word, young ſiſter ; but one word, 

Lab. What is your will ? 

Duke. Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I would by 
and by have ſome ſpeech with you; the ſatisfaction I would 
require, is likewiſe your own benefit. 

Jab. 1 have no ſuperfluous leiſure ; my ſtay muſt be ftolen 
out of other affairs; but I will attend you awhile. 

Duke. To Claudio afide.] Son, I have over-heard what 
hath paſſed between you and your ſiſter. Angelo had never 
the purpoſe to corrupt her; only he hath made an aſſay of 
her virtue, to 33 his judgment with the diſpoſition of 
natures. She, having the truth of honour in her, hath made 
him that gracious denial, which he is moſt glad to receive: 
Jam confeſſor to Angelo, and I know this to be true; 
therefore prepare yourſelf to death. Do not fatisfy your 
reſolution with hopes that are fallible : to-morrow you 
muſt die; go to your knees, and make ready. 

Claud. Let me aſk my ſiſter pardon. I am ſo out of love 
with life, that I will ſue to be rid of it. [ Exit Claud. 
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No. III. AS YOU LIKE IT. 
Acr. II. ScxNEk VII. Foreſt. 
Enter Duke Sen. and Lords. [A Table ſet out. 


Duxe Sen. 

Think he is transform'd into a beaſt, 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lord, My Lord, he is but even now gone hence ; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a ſong. 

Duke Sen. If he, compact of jars, grow muſical, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the ſpheres. | 
Go, ſeek him. Tell him, I would ſpeak with him. 


Enter Jaques. 


1 Lord. He ſaves my labour by his own approach. 
Duke Seu. Why, how now, Monſieur, what a life is thiz,, 
That your poor friends muſt woo your company ! 
What! you look merrily. 
Jag. A fool, a fool; I met a fool i' the foreſt, 
A motley fool—a miſerable world | 
As I do live by food, I met a fool, 
Who laid him down and baſk'd him in the ſun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good fet terms—and yet a motley fool. 
Good morrow fool, quoth I—No, Sir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath ſent me fortune; 
And then he drew a dial from his poke, 
and looking on it with lack-luſtre eye, 
days, very wiſely, It is ten o'clock : 
dus may we ſee, quoth he, how the world wag: : 
1 15 but an hour ago ſince it was nine, 
And after one hour more 'twill be eleven; 
*nd ſo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour we rot and rot. 
And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 
he motley fool thus moral on the time, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
hat fools ſkould be ſo decp contemplative : 
And I did laugh, fans intermiſſion, 
K 5 An 
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An hour by his dial. O noble fool, 

A worthy fool—motley's the only wear. 
Duke / Fug What fool is this? 

Jag. O worthy fool! one that hath been a courtier 

And ſays, if ladies be but young and fair, 

'They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 

Which is as dry as the remainder biſcuit 

After a voyage, he hath ſtrange places cramm'd 

With obſervation, the which he vents | 

In mangled forms. O that I were a fool! 

I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke Sen. Thou ſhalt have one. 
Jag. It is my only ſuit; 

Provided that you weed your better judgments 

Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 

That I am wiſe, I muſt have liberty 

Withal ; as large a charter as the wind, 

To blow on whom I pleaſe ; for ſo fools have. 

And they that are moſt galled with my folly, 

They moſt muſt laugh: and why, Sir, muſt they ſo ? 

The avhy is plain, as way to pariſh-church: 

He, whom a fool doth very wiſely hit, 

Doth very fooliſhly, although he ſmart, 

Not to ſeem ſenſeleſs of the bob. If not, 

The wiſe man's folly is anatomiz'd 

Even by the ſquand'ring glances of a fool. 

Inveſt me in my motley, give me leave 

'Fo ſpeak my mind, and I will through and through 

Cleanſe the foul body of the infected world, 

If they will patiently receive my medicine. | 
Duke Sen. Fie on thee! I can tell what thou would'ſt dv, 
Jag. What, for a counter, would I do but good? 
Dude Sen. Moſt miſchievous foul fin, in chiding fin: 

For thou thyſelf haſt been a libertine, b 

As ſenſual as the brutiſh fling itſelf ; 

And all the emboſſed ſores and headed evils, 

hat thou with licence of free foot haſt caught, 

Wouldſt thou diſgorge into the general world. 
Jag. Why, who eries out on pride, 

That can therein tax any private party? 

Noth it not flow as hugely as the fea, 
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Till that the very very means do ebb ? 

What woman in the city do I name, 

When that I ſay the city-woman bears 

The coſt of princes on unworthy ſhoulders ? 

Who can come in, and ſay, that I mean her; 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour ? 
Or what is he of baſeſt function, 

That ſays, his bravery is not on my coſt ; 
Thinking, that I mean him ; but therein ſuits 

His folly to the metal of my ſpeech ? 

There then ; how then ? what then ? Let me ſce wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him ; if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himſelf ; if he be free, 
Why, then my taxing, like a wild gooſe, flies 
Unclaum'd of any man — But who comes here? 


Enter Orlando, <virh a fword drawn. 


Orla. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jag. Why, I have cat none yet. 
Orla. Nor ſhalt thou till neceſſity be ſerv'd. \ 
Jag. What kind ſhould this cock come of? 
Duke Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy diſtreſs; 
Or elſe a rude deſpiſer of good manners, 
That in civility thou ſeem'ſt ſo empty? 
Orla. You touch'd my vein at firſt. The thorny point 
Of hare diſtreſs hath ta en from me the ſhew 
Of ſmooth civility ; yet am I inland-bred, 
And know ſame nurture. But forbear, I ſay: 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my affairs are anſwer'd. 
Jag. If you will not 
Be anſwered with reaſon, I mult die. 
Dake Sen. What would you have? Your gentleneſs ſhall 
More than your force move us to gentleneſs. [force 
Orla. I almoſt die for food, and let me have it. 

Due Sen. Sit down and feed; and welcome to our table. 
Orla. Speak you ſo gently ?—Pardon me, I pray you; 
thought that all thing had been ſavage here; 

And therefore put Ion countenance 

Of fern commandment. Let whate'er you are, 
That in this deſert inacceſible, 

Under the ſhade of e y 5 boughs, 
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Luſe and neglect the creeping hours of time; M. 
It ever you have look'd on better days; Fu 
It ever been where bells have knoll'd to church; E 
If ever ite at any good man's feaſt; Fe 
If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear, Fi 
And know what *tis to pity, and be pitied In 
Let gentleneſs my ſtrong enforcement be: \ 
In tile which hope I bluſh, and hide my ſword, Fi 
L heathing the ford. A 

Dude Sen. True it is, that we have ſeen better days; In 
And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church; V 
And fate at good men's feaſts, and wip'd our eyes H 
Of drops, that ſacred pity hath engender'd ; Fi 
And therefore fit you down in gentleneſs, 1 
And take upon command what help we have, A 
That to your wanting may be miniſtred. 1 
O. la. Then but forbear your food a little while, | 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, d 


Ard give it food, There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary fte 
Limp'd in pure love: till he be firſt ſuffic'd, 
Oppreſs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, A 
I will not touch a bit. 
Duke $:n. Go, find him out, 


And we will nothing waſte till you return. | 
Orla. I thank ye; and be bleis'd for your good comfort! 

[ Exit, * 

Duke Sen. Thou ſeeſt, we are not all alone unhappy: 0 
This wide and univerſal theatre — 


Preſents more woful pageants, than the ſcene 
Wherein we play. 

Jag. All the world's a ſtage, 
And all the men and women merely players: 
They have their exs and their entrances; ( 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being ſeven ages. At firſt the infant, 8 
Mewling and puking in the nurſe's arms, | 
And then the whining ſchool-boy with his ſatchel, 
And ſhining moraing-face, creeping like ſnail 
Unwillingly to ſchool. And then, the lover; f 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 1 0 
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Made to his miſtreſs? eye-brow. Then a ſoldier: 
pull of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
ſealous in honour, ſudden, and quick in quarrel ;- 
Seeking the bubble reputation, 

Even in the oannon's mouth. And then, the juſtice, 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 

With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wife ſaws and modern inſtances ; 

aud ſo he plays his part. The ſixth age ſhifts 

Into the lean and ſlipper'd pantaloon, | 
With ſpeQtacles on noſe, and pouch on ſide ; 

His youthful hofe well ſav'd, a world too wide 
for his ſhrunk ſhank; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childiſh treble, pipes 

And whiſtles in his found. Laſt ſcene of all,. 

That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, 

I; ſecond childiſhnels, and mere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, ſans eyes, ſans taſte, ſays every thing. 


Enter Orlando, with Adam. 


Duke Sen. Welcome. Set down your venerable burden, 
And let him feed.. 

Orla. I thank you moſt for him. 

Adam. So had you need. 
| ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for myſelf. 

Duke Sen. Welcome, fall to: I will not trouble you, 
Az yet to queſtion you about your fortunes. 
Live us ſome muſic ; and, good couſin, ſing. 
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No, IV. MAC BET H. 
Acr II. Scene II. 


[3 MacBETH. 
O, bid thy miftreſs, when my drink is ready, 
She ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [ Exit Serv. 
Is this a dagger which I ſee before me, 
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee. 
| have thee not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill, 
Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 
Jo feeling as to ſight? or art thou but 
A dagger 
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A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation 

Proceeding from the heat- oppreſſed brain? 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw, 

Theu marſhal'ſt me the way that I was going; 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other ſenſes, 

Or elſe worth all the reſt -I ſee thee ſtill ; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 

Which was not ſo before. — There's no ſuch thing. 

It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 

'Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er one half the world 

Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd ſleep : now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings; and wither'd Murther, 

Alarm'd by his ſentinel, the wolf, 

Whoſe howl's his watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 

With Targuin's raviſhing ſtrides, towards his delgn 
Moves like a ghoſt.— I hou ſound and firm-ſet earth, 

Hear not my — which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very ſtones prate of my where- about; 

And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it. — Whilſt I threat, he live 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me: [A bel! rings, 

Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 

That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell, [ Exit, 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 
bold ; 

What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. Hark ! peace! 
It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bell-man, 
Which gives the ſtern'ſt good-night—he is about it 
The doors are open; and the ſurfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge. with ſnores. I've drugg'd their poſſets, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 


Euter Macbeth. 
Macs. Who's there? -u hat ho! 
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Lady. Alack ! I'm afraid, they have awak'd ; 

And 'tis not done. The attempt, and not the deed, 

Confounds us—hark 1—T laid their daggers ready, 

He could not miſs em. Had he not reſembled 

My father as he ſlept, I had done't—My huſband ! 
Mach, I've done the deed- didſt thou not hear a noiſe ? 
Lady. T heard the owl ſcream, and the crickets cry. 

Did not you ſpeak ? 

Mach. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Mach. As 1 deſcended? 

Lady. Ay. 

Mach. Hark !--who lies i' the ſecond chamber? 

Lady. Donalbain. 

Mach. This is a ſorry ſight. [ Looks on his hands. 

Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay, a ſorry ſight. 

Macb. There's one did laugh in his ſleep, and one cry'd, 

Murther ! 
They wak'd each other; and I ftood and heard them; 
Put they did ſay their prayers, and addreſs'd them 
Again to ſleep, 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 

Mach. One cry'd, God bleſs us] and Amen! the other; 
they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands, 
Lifening their fear, I could not ſay, Amen, 
hen they did ſay, God bleſs us. 

Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 

Mach. But whereſore could I not pronounce, Amen? 
| had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 
Muck in my throat. 

Lach. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought, 

After theſe ways; ſo it will make us mad. | 

Mach, Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep us U more! 
Macbeth def murther fleep ; the innocent ſleep ; 
ep that knits up the ravell'd ſleeve of care, 
lhe death of each day's life, ſore labour's bath, 
balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, 

Cet nourither in life's feaſt. 

Lay. What do you mean? 

Macb, Still it ery'd, /leep no more, to all the houſe : 
bums buck muriter'd ſleep. And therefore Cawwder Shall 
A 
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Shall ſleep no more; Macbeth ſhall fleep no more 
Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd ? Why, worthy Tha, 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to. think 
So brain-ſickly of things. Go, get ſome water, 
And — 2 filthy witneſs from your hand. 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place ? 
They mutt lie there. Go, carry them, and ſinear 
The ſleepy grooms with blood. 
Macb. I'll go no more. 
I am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Lady. Infirm of purpoſe ; 
Give me the daggers. The ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; *tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
P11 gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it muſt ſeem their guilt. [ Exit, 


Knocks within. 


Mach. Whence is that knocking ! [ Starting. 
How is it with me, when every noiſe appals me ? 
What hands are here? Hah! they pluck: out mane eyes, 
Will all great Nertune's ocean waſh this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No, this my hand will rather. 
The multitudinous ſeas incarnardine, 


Making the green one red- 
Euter Laay. 
Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white ; I hear a knocking [ Knick, 


At the ſouth entry. Retire we to our chamber ; 
A little water clears us of this deed. ; 
| How eaſy is it then! Your conſtancy 
Hath left you unattended—Hark, more knocking ! [ Knock. 
Get on your night-gown, left occaſion call us, | 
And ſhew ns to be watchers. Be not loſt 
So poorly in your thoughts. | 

Macb. To know my deed, *twere beſt not know myſelf. 
Wake, Duncan, with this knocking. Would thou couldſt! 

[ Exeunt, 
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No. V.-MACBETH. 


Acr III. Scexe IV. A Room of State in the Caſtle, 


4 Banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, 
Lords, and Attendants, | 


V MacBETH. 

OU know your own degrees, fit down : 

At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lirds, Thanks to your Majeſty. 
Mach. Our ſelf will mingle with ſociety, 

And play the humble hoſt ; 

Our hoſteſs keeps her ſtate, but in beſt time 

We will require her welcome, [They fit. 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends ; 

kor my heart ſpeaks, they're welcome. 


Enter firſt Murtherer. 


Mach. See they encounter thee with their hearts thanks. 
Both fides are even. Here I'll fit the midſt. 
be large in mirth ; anon we'll drink a meaſure 
The table round. — There's blood upon thy face. 
[To the Murtherer, afide, at the door. 
Mur. Tis Bangquo's then. 
Mach. *Tis better thee without, than he within, 
|; he diſpatch'd ? 
Mur. My Lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 
Mach. Thou art the beſt of cut-throats ; yet he's good, 
That did the like for Fleance; if thou didſt it, 
Thou art the non-pareil, 
Myr. Moſt royal Sir, 
Flance is ſcap'd. | 
Mach. Then comes my fit again: I had elſe been perfect; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock, 
as broad, and general, as the caſing air: 
but now I'm cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To ſaucy doubts and fears. But Bangu?'s ſafe ?— 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord. Safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head: 
The leaſt a death to Nature. 


Macs. 


210 Scene from Shakspeare's Plays. 


Mach. Thanks for that. | 
There the grown ſerpent lies ; the worm, that's fled, 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for the preſent. Get thee gone ; to-morrow 
We'll hear't ourſelves ws: [ Exit Murthery, 

Lady. My royal Lord, 

You do not give the cheer ; the feaſt is fold, 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a _— 
"Tis given with welcome. To feed, were beſt at home; 
From thence, the ſauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 
he ghoſt of Banquo res, and fits in Macbeth's Plate. 

Mach. Sweet remembrancer | 
— Now good digeſtion wait. on appetite, 

And health on both! 

Len. May't pleaſe your highneſs fit ! 

Mach. Here had we now our country's honour roof d, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Bangquo preſent, 

Whom may I rather challenge for unkindneſs, 
Than pity for miſchance ! 

Regt. His abſence, Sir, f : 

Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleaſe it your highneſs 
be” a9 us with your royal company:? t 
ach. The table's full. [ Starting 

Len. Here is a place reſerv'd, Sir. 

Mach. Where ? 

Len. Here, my good Lord. 

What is't that moves your highneſs ? 

Mach. Which of you have done this? 

Lords. What, my good Lord? 

Mach. Thou can'ſt not ſay, I did it. Never ſhake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Roſe. Gentlemen, riſe; his highneſs is not well, 

Lady. Sit, worthy friends, My lord is often thus, 
And bath been from his youth. Pray you, keep eat. 
The fit is momentary, on a thought f 
He will again be well. If much you note him, 
3 offend him, and extend his pgs. 

ec, — ou a man 

eed, and regard him not | Are y beth oft 

Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that, 
Which might appal the devil. 
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Lady. O proper ſtuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear; [ Afde.. 
[his is the air-drawn dagger, which, you ſaid, 
led vou to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws and ſtarts, 
[mpoſtors to true fear, would well become 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
\uthogiz'd by her grandam. Shame itſelf! 
iy do you make ſuch faces? When all's done, 
au look but on a ſtool. 
Mach. Priythee, lee there! 
Behold ! look! lo! how ſay you? [Pointing to the ghoſt. 
Thy, what care I? if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too.— 
i*charnel-houſes and our graves muſt ſend 
Thoſe that we bury, back ; our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. Ie ghoſt vaniſhes. 
Lady. What quite unmann'd in folly? 
Mach. If I ſtand here, I ſaw him. 
Lady. Fie, for ſhame! 
Mach. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i' the olden time, 
Fre human ſtatute purg'd the gentle weal; 
Ay, and ſince too, murthers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end ; but now they riſe again 
With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns, 
And puſh us from our ſtools. This is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murther 1s. 
Lady. My worthy Lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
Mach. I do forget. 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends. 
have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothin 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all! 
Then I'Il fit down: give me ſome wine, fill full 
| drink to the general joy ef the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banguo, whom we mils ; 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thuſt, 
And all to all. 
Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 
[The Gho riſes ain. 
Mach. Avaunt, and quit my ſight! Let the earth hide 
thee ; Thy 
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Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold; kt o 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, Li 
Which thou doſt glare with. M 
Lady. Think of this, good peers, The 
But as a thing of cuſtom ; 'tis no other; ke 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. Jett 
Mach. What man dare, I dare. Mor 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſan bear, by 1 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcan tyger, Al 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves ef 
Shall never tremble; or, be alive again, Ret 
And dare me to the deſert with thy ſword ! Str; 
If trembling I inhibit, then proteſt me ; Wh 
The baby of a girl. Hence, terrible ſhadow ! [ 
Unreal mockery, hence! Why, ſo—Being gone, ] 


he ghoſt vaniſh. Wl: 
Jam a man again. Pray you fit ſtill. [The Lord: ris. . 
Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the good 
With moſt admir'd diſorder. [ meeting 
Macb. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us, like a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Even to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I think, you can behold ſuch ſights, 
And keep. the-natural ruby of your cheek, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. ] 
Raſſe. What fights, my Lord? 
Laqy. I pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and worle; 
Queſtion enrages him. At once good-night, 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 
Len. Good-night, and better health. 
Attend his Majeſty ! 
Lady. Good-night to all, Exeunt Lords. 
Mach. It will have blood:— They ſay, blood will have 
blood. i 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak ; 
Augurs, that underſtand relations, have 
By magotpies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The ſecret'ſt man of blood. — What is the night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is * 1 
| ac 
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Mach. How ſay'ſt thou, that Macau denies his perſon, 
At our great bidding? 
Lady. Did you ſend to him, Sir ? 
Mach, I hear it by the way; but I will ſend. 
There's not a Thane of them, but in his houſe 
[keep a ſervant feed. I will to-morrow, 
Zetimes I will, unto the weyward ſiſters ; 
More ſhall they ſpeak ; for now I'm bent to know, 
by the worſt means, the worſt. For mine own good 
Al cauſes ſhall give way; I am in blood 
Stept in ſo far, that, ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go-0'er, 
drange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 
Which mult be acted, ere they may be ſcann'd. 
Lady. You lack the ſeaſon of all natures, ſleep. 
Mach. Come, we'll to ſleep : my ſtrange and ſelf-abuſe 
b the initiate fear that wants hard ule ; 
Ve're yet but young in deed. [ Exeunt, 


g_— 


e 


No. VI.—MAC BET H. 


AcT IV. Scent I. A dark Cave; in the middle, 
a great Cauldron burning. 


"Thunder. Enter the three Witches, 


| 1 WiTcCH. | 
HRICE the brinded cat hath mew'd. 
2 Witch. Twice and once the hedge-pig whin'd. 
3 Witch. Harper cries, tis time, tis time. 
1 Witch, Round about the cauldron go, 
In the poiſon'd entrails throw. 
[ They march round the cauldron, and throw in the ſeveral 


ingredients as for the preparation of their charm | 
Toad, that under 15 oy ſtone, / 


Days and nights has, thirty-one, 
Swelter'd venom ſleeping got; 
Boil thou firſt i th* charmed pot. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 
1 Witch, Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake ; 
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Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder's fork, and blind worm's ſting, 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble; 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witches“ mummy ; maw, and gulf 
Of the ravening ſalt ſea-ſhark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd i' th' dark; 
Liver of blaſpheming 7ew : 
Gall of goat, and ſlips of yew 
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipſe ; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips; 
Finger of birth-ſtrangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drib; 
Make the gruel thick, and ſlab. 
Add thereto a tyger's chawdron, 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble : 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good, 


Enter Hecate, and «ther three Witches. 


Hee, Oh! well done! I commend your pains, 
And every one ſhall ſhare i“ the gains. 
And now about the cauldron ſing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
Inchanting all that you put 1n. 


Muſick and a Song. 


Black ſpirits and white, 
Blue ſpirits and grey, 
Mingle, mingle, dt 
You that mingle may. 
2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs 


Something wicked this way comes: 
Open locks, whoever knocks, 
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Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight hags? 
What is't you do? 
All, A deed without a name. 
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
Fowe'er you come to know it, anſwer me. 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Arzint the churches ; though the yeſty waves 
Confound and ſwallow navigation up; 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down 
Though caſtles —_— on their warders' heads; 
Though palaces and pyramids do ſlope 
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treaſure 
Of Nature's germins tumble all together, 
den till deſtruction ſicken, anſwer me 
To what I aſk you. 
1 Witch. Speak. 
2 Witch. Demand. 
; Witch, We'll anſwer. 
| Witch. Say, if thou'df rather hear it from our mouths; 
Ir from. our maſters ? 
Mach. Call 'em. Let me ſee 'em. 
1 itch. Pour in ſow's blood, that hath eaten 
er nine farrow; greaſe, that's ſweaten 
From the murtherer's gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 
All. Come high or low : : 
Hayſelf and office deftly ſhow. [ Thunder. 


Apparition of an armed Head riſes. 


Mach, Tell me, thou unknown power 
Mitch. He knows thy thought. 
Hear his ſpeech, but wy thou noug ht. 


ap. Macbeth! Macbeth Macbeth beware Macau! 
beware the Thane of Fife—diſmiſs me enough. [ Deſcendi. 
Mach. Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks, 
Theu'tt harp'd my fear aright, But one word more— 
1 Witch, He will not be commanded, Here's another 
acre potent than the firſt, { Thunder, 


Appa- 
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Apparition of a bloody Child riſes. 


App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! 
Mach. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; laugh to ſcorn 
The power of man; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. [ Deſcent: 
Mach. Then live, Macduff. What need I fear of tluc? 
But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, 
And take a bond of Fate. Thou ſhalt not live, 
That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lies; 
And ſleep in ſpite of thunder. [ Thunder, 


Apparition of a Child, crowned, with a tree in his hand, riſa, 


What is this, 

That riſes like the iſſue of a king, 

And wears upon his baby-brow the reund 
And top of Grenienty# 

All. Liſten, but ſpeak not. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care, 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
Great Birnam-wood to Dunſinane's high hill 
Shall come againſt him. [ Deſeend, 

Mach. That will never be: 

Who can impreſs the foreſt, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth -· bound root? Sweet bodements ! good ! 
Rebellious head riſe never, till the wood 
Of Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the leaſe of nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal cuſtom. — Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing ; tell me, if your art 
Can tell ſo much, ſhall Banguo's iſſue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more. | 

[The cauldron finks into the greuns. 

Macs. I will be ſatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And an eternal curſe on you! Let me know, 
Why ſinks that cauldron, and what noiſe is this. 

[ Hautby!, 

1 Witch. Shew ! 


2 Witch, Shew ! N 
3 A itch, 


ſes 


ds, 


und. 


ths 
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4 Witch. Shew. 
All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart. 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depart. 
[ Eight Kings appear, and paſs over in order and Banque 
the loft, with a glaſs in his hand. 
Mach. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banguo. Down! 
Thy crown does ſear mine eye- balls. — And thy air, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the firſt — 
A third is like the former, —Filthy hags ! 
Why do you ſhew me this ?—A fourth ?—Start, eye! 
What! will the line ſtretch out to the crack of doom? — 
Another yet? A ſeventh !—F'll ſee no more— 
and yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more; and ſome ] ſee, 
That twofold halls and treble ſceptres carry. 
Horrible ſight ! nay, now I fee 'tis true; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banque ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What! is this '0? 
1 Witch. Ay, Sir, all this is ſo. But way 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come, ſiſters, cheer we up his ſprights, 
and ſhew the beſt of our delights; 
| charm the air to give a ſound, 
Wlile you perform your antic round, 
That this great king may kindly fay, 
Vur duties did his welcome pay. [Male. 
Le coll es dance ard vans. 
Mach. Where are they? gone? Let this petuicicus hour 
dand ay accurſed in the kalendar. 
Come in, without there! 


Enter Lenox. 
len. What's your Grace's will? 
Mach. Saw you the weird ſiſters? 
Len. No, my Lord. 
Mach. Came they not by you? 
Len, No, indeed, my Lord. | 
Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride, 

and damu'd all thoſe that truſt them! ] did hear 
The galloping of horſe, Who was't came by ? 
len. Lis two or three, my Lord, that briug you word 
Kauff 13 Aled to England. 
L 


Ma >< 
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Mach. Fled to England ? 

Len. Ay, my good Lord. 

Mach. [ A/ide. | Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploit. 
The flighty purpoſe never is o'ertook, 
Unleſs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firſtlings of my heart thall be 
'The firſtlings of my hem. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with act, be it thought and done: . 
The caſtle 0: Macau I will ſurpriſe, | 
Seize upon Lie, give to tlic edge o' the ſword ; 
His wife, his babes, and ail untortunate ſouls 
That trace him i luis line. No boaſting like a fool: f 
This deed ['il do vefore 11115 pu. p04 cod. 


But no more ſights. Where art tadte gentlemen? 7 
x : , 
Come, bring me where they arc. [ Exevurt. 1 
eee eee ee ee 4 * 3 a | 
1 
Ne. VII.—K 1 N G J O II N. { 
| Acr IV. SckxE I. A Priſon. . 
| Enter Hubert and Ececutioners. f 
Hun rr. 0 
A EAT me theſe irons hot, n. look thou ſtand C 
Within the arras: when I ſtrike my foot 

Upon the boſom of the omen, ruſu forth; \ 

And bind the boy, which you ſhall nd with me, 


Faſt to the chair, Be hecaful; hence and watch. 
Exec. J hope your warrant will hear out the deed, 
Hub. Uncleanly ſcruples; fear not you; Took to 't.- 

Young lad, come forth ; I have to fay with you. 


Enter Arthur. \ 

Arth. Good-morrow, 1ibert. \ 

Hub. Good-morrow, little Prince. A 

| Artb. As little Prince (having ſo great a title dt 
| To be more Prince) as may be.—You are ſad. 0 
Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 1 


Arth. Mercy on me ! 


Met hinks, 


inks, 
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Methin!s, na body ſhould be fad but I; 
Yet | re:nember when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as fad as night, 
Oaly tor wantonneſs. By my chriſtendom, 
do 1 were out of priſon, and kept ſheep, 
[| ſhould be merry as the day vs long: 
And fo I would be here, but that, 1 doubt, 
My uncle practiſes more harm to me. 
He is afraid of me, and I of lam. 
b it my fault, that I was Ge#rey's fon? 
Indeed, it is not: and I would to heaven, 
[ were your ſon, ſo you would love me, Hu re. 
Vis. If I tall: to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead; 
Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch. Aude. 
reh. Are you ſick, {{ubrrt ? You look pale to-day | 
In ſooth, I wou'd you were a little fick ; 
That 1 might fit all night and waich with you. 
Alas, I love you more than you do me, 
{lub. His words do take pofleſſion of my boſom. 
Read here, young Arthur. [ Shexving a paper. 
How now, fooliſh rheum, [Aliae. 
Turning diſpiteous torture out of door! 
| muſt be brief, leſt reſolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womanith tears. —— 
Can you not read it? is it not fair writ ? 
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul effect. 
Mul you with irons burn out both mine eyes? 
Hu, Young boy, I mult. 
Arth. And will you ? 
Ilub. And 1 will. - 
Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did but ake, 
| knit my handkerchief about your brows ; 
(The beſt I had, a princeſs wrought it me) 
\nd 1 did never aſk it you again; 
\nd with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
drill and anon cheer'd up the heavy time, 
dying, What lack you? and where lies your grief? 
Ur what good love may I perſorm for you ? 
Iny a poor man's ſon would have lain till, 


L 2 And 


220 Scenes from Shakspeare's Plays. 


And ne'er have ſpoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your fick ſervice had a Prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love, 
And call it eunning. Do, an if you will 
If heaven be pleaſed that you mull uſe me ill, 
Why then, you muſt—— Will you put out mine eyes? 
"Theſe eyes, that never did, nor never ſhall, 
So much as frown on you. 

I7ub. I've ſworn to do it; 
And with hot irons muſt I burn them out: 

Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age would do it. 
The iron of itſelf, though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near theſe eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench its fiery indigaation, 

Even in the matter of mine innocence : 

Nay, after that, conſume away in ruſt, 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are you more ſtubborn hard, than hammer'd iron ? 
Oh! if an angel ſhould have come to me, 

And told me, Hubert thould put out mine eyes, 

I would not have believ'd a tongue, but Huber!'s. 


Hubert amps, and the men enter, 


Hub. Come forth; do as I bid you. 
Arth. O ſive me, Hutert, ſave me! my eyes are out, 
Even with the fierce looks of theſe bloody nien. 
1115. Give me the iron, I ſay, and bind lum here, 
Arth. Alas, what need you be ſo buiit'rous-rough ? 
I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtones ſtill. 
For heaven's Pike, [[uhert, let me not be bound. 
Nay, hear me, [uber ;—drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb, 
Iwill not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 
Nor look upon th. iron angrily ; 
"I hrutt but theſe men away, and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 
{{:b. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him. 


Exec. I am beſt pleas'd to be from ſuch a deed. | Ec 


Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend: 
He hath a ſtern look, but a gentle heart; 
Let him come back, that his compaſſion may 
Give life to yours, 
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Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourſelf, 

Arth. Is there no remedy ? 

Hub. None, but to loſe your eyes. 

Arth. O heaven! that there were but a moth in yours, 
A grain, a duſt, a guat, a wand'ring hair, 

Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe ; 
Then, feeling what ſmall things are boiſt'rous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 

Hab. Is this your promiſe ? Go to, hold your tongue, — 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 

Let me not hold my tongue : let me not, {ſubert ; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 

$11 may keep mine eyes. O ſpare mine eyes! 
Though to no uſe, but {till to look on you. 

Lo, by my troth, the inſtrument is cold, 

And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good ſooth, the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeſerv'd extremes ; ſee elſe yourſelf. 

There is no malice in this burning coal; 
The breath of heaven hath blown its ſpirit out, 
And ftrew'd repentant aſhes on his head. ; 

Hub, But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it bluſh, 
And glow with as of your proceedings, Hubert 
Nay, it, perchance, will ſparkle in your eyes; 

And like a dog, that is compell'd to fight, 
daatch at his maſter that doth tarre him on. 

all things, that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office ; only you do lack 

That mercy which fierce fire and iron, extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uſes, 

Hub. Well, ſee to live; I will not touch thine eye, 

for all the treaſure that thine uncle owes : 

Yet am I ſworn ; and I did purpoſe, boy, 

With this ſame very iron to burn them out. 

Arth. O, now you look like /[ubert, All this while 
You were diſguiſed. 

Hub, Peace: no more. Adieu. 

1 3 Your 
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Your uncle mu't not know but you are dead. 
I'll fill theſe dogped ip'rs with falie reports: 
And, pretty child, fleep doubtleſs and iccure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee, 
Arth. O heaven! I thank you, Hubert. 
Jab. Silence, no more; go cloſely in with me. 
Much danger do J undergo tor thee. [ Exewn, 


—  . "I 


urn 


Ne. VIII. KING RICHARD II. 


Acr V. Scent V. Priſon at Pomfret-Cſlle. 


I Enter King Richard, 
HAVE been ſtudying, how I may compare 


"T'l:is priſon, where I live, unto the world; 

Aud, for becauſe the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but myſelf, 

I cannot do it; yet I'!! hammer on 't. 

My brain I'll prove the female to > ſoul, 

My ſoul, the Kader; and theſe two beget 

A generation of ftill-brceding thoughts; 

And theſe ſame thoughts people this little world ; 
In humour, like the people of this world, 

For no thought js coicented. The better ſort, 
As thoughts of things divine, are intermixt 

With ſcruples, and do ſet the word itſelf | 
Agaiull the word: as thus, Come, /ittle ones; and then gail, 
It is as hard to come, as for a camel 

To thread the prjtern of a needles eye. 

"Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders ; how theſe vain weak nails 
May tcar a paſlage through the flinty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged priſon-walls, 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themſelves, 
"That they are not the firſt of fortune's ſlaves, 
Nor thall not be the laſt ; like ſil y beggars 
Who, fitting in the ſtocks, refuge theix ſhame, 


That 
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That many have, and others muſt ſit there; 
And in this thought they find a kind of caſe, 
hearing their own misfortune on the *:ck 
Of ſuch as have before endur'd the like. 
Thu: play I, in one priſon, many people, 
And none contented, Sometimes ain I king; 
Then treaſon makes me wiſh myſelf a beggar, 
e, And fo I am. Then cruſhing penury 
perſuades me, I was better when a king; 
: Then am I king'd again; and by and by 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 
And ſtraight am nothing. But whate'er I am, 
Nor I, nor any min, that but man is, 
With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd 
With being nothing, —Mutic do I hear ? [ Mufic. 
Ha, ha; keep time: how ſour ſweet muſic is, 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept ! 
50 is it in the muſic of men's lives; 
And here have I the daintineſs of car, 
To check time broke in a diſorder'd ſtring, 
But for the concord of my it1te and time, 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 
| waſted time, and now dot!: tune waſte me; 
For now hati time made me his numb'ring clock, 
My thoughts are minutes; and with ſighs they jar: 
Their watches to mine eyes the outward watch; 
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 
I pointing ſtill, in cleanſing them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the ſounds that tell what hour it is, 
. Are clainorous groans, that ſtrike unon my heart, 
Which is the bell; ſo figlts, and tears, and grouns, - 
Shew minutes, hours, and times. O, but my time 
Runs poſting on, in Bolingbroke's proud joy, 
While I ftand fooling here, his jack o' th' clock. 
This muſic mads me, let it ſoun no more; 
For though it have holpe mad men to their wits, 
ln me, it ſeems, it will make wiſe men mad. 
Yet bleſſing on his heart that gives it me! 
For 'tis a ſign of love; and love to Richard 
le a ſtrange brooch in this all-hating world. 


1 4+ Enter 
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Enter Groom. 


Croom. Hail, royal Prince! 

K. Rich. Thanks, noble Peer. 
The cheapeſt of us is ten groats too dear. 
What art? how com'tt thou hither ; 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dog, 

That brings me food to make misfortune live? 
Grocm. | was a poor groom of thy ſtable, King, 
When thou wert king; who travelling towards 7 «14, 

Vith much ado at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my ſometime maſter's face. 
O, how it yearn'd my heart when I beheld, 
in Londen ſtreets, that Coronation day, 
When Bolingbreke road on Roan Barbary, 
hat horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid; 
That korſe, that I ſo carefully have dreſs'd! 
K. Nich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle friend 
How went he under him ? 
Groom. So proudly, as he had diſdain'd the ground. 
K. Rich. So — , that Bolingbroke was on his back! 
That jade had eat bread from my royal hand; 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping bim. 
Would he not ſtumble? would he not fall down, 
Since pride muſt have a fall, and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did uſurp his back ? 
Forgiveneſs, horſe ; why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw'd by man, 
Waſt born to bear? 1 was not made a horſe, 
And yet I bear a burden like an aſs, 
Spur-gall'd, and tir'd, by jaunting Bolingbroke. 


Enter Keeper, with a diſh. 


Keep, Fellow, give place; here is no longer ſtay. 
| Io the Groom. 
K. Ne. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert away. 
Groo.v. What my tongue dares not, that my heart ſhall 
lay, [ Exit. 
He., iy Lord, will't pleaſe you to fall to? 
K. Rich. 'Vaſte of it firſt, as thou wert wont to do. 
Heap, My |.ord, I dare not; for Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Whe late came from the King, commands the contrary. 


K. Rich, 
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K. Rich, The devil take Henry of Lancaſter, and thee ! 
Patience is ſtale, and I am weary of it. [ Beats the Keeper. 
Kerb. Help! help! help! 


Enter Exton, and Servants.. 


K. Rich. How now! what means death in this rude 
aſſault ? 
Wretch, thine own hand yields thy death's inftrument ; 
[ Suatching a favord, and killing one, 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. [ Kills anefher. 
[Bxton frikes him doaun. 
That hand ſhall burn in never- quenching lire, 
That ſtaggers thus my perſon; thy herce hand 
llath with the King's blood ſtain'd the King's own land. 
Mount, mount, my foul ! thy ſeat is up on high; 
Wailſt my groſs fleſh finks downward, here to die. [Dies. 
Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood ; 
Roth have I ſpilt: Oh, would the deed were good! 
For now the devil, that told me I did well, 
Stays that this deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King to the living King I'll bear; 
Take hence the reſt, and give them burial here, | Fxeunt. 


— 
— 


TAE FIRST PART Or KING 
HENRY IV. 


Act I. Scens II. An Apartment of the Prince's. 
Euter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falſtaff, 


No. IX. 


N FALST Arr. 
OW, Ilal, what time of the day is it, lad? 

P. Henry. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking old ſack, 
and unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and ſleeping upon 
beaches in the a{tcrnoon, that thou halt forgotten to de- 
mand that truly, which thou would'ſt truly know. What 
a devil haſt thou to do with the time of the day? Unleſs 
hours were cups of ſack, and minutes capons, and clocks 
the tongues of bawds, and dials the ſigus of leaping-houſes, 


Ls and 
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and the bieſſod fun himſelf a fair hot wench in flame rte. 
loured-taffota. TI fee no reaſon why thou ſhould'ſt be ſo fu. 
perfluous, to demand the time of the day. 

Val. Indeed, you come near me now, IIal. For we that 
take purſes, go by the moon and ſeven lars, and nat by 
Phœdus, he, that wandering knight ſo fair. And I pry 
thee, ſweet wag, when thou art King—as God fave thy 
Grace (Majeſty, I ſhould ſay; for Grace thou wilt har 
none) 

P. Henry, What! none? 

Fal. No, by iny troth, not ſo much as will ſerve ts be 
prologue to an egg and butter, 

P. Henry, Well, Bon then !-—Come—roundly—rzonndly— 

Fal. Mines, then, {weet wag, when thou art King, E 
not us, that ire 'ſquires of the night's body, be called 
thieves of the day“ booty. Let us be Diana's foreſter;, 
gentlemen of the fade, minions of the Moon; and let men 
fay, we be men of good government, being governed, as the 
ſea is, by our noble and chaſe miflreſs the Moon, under 
whoſe countenance we — ſteal. 

Y. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well too; for 
the fortune of us, that are the Moon's men, doth ebb and 
flow like the ſea; being govern'l, as the ſea is, by the 
Moon. As for proof, now ; a purſe of gold moſt reſolutely 
ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moſt diſſolutely ſpent on 
Tueſday morning; got with ſwearing, Lay by; and ſpent 
with crying, Bring in: now in as low an ebb as the foo! 
of the ladder ; and by and by in as high a flow as the ridge 
of the gallows. | 

Fal. By the Lord, thou ſayſt true, lad : and is not mine 
Hoſteſs of the tavern a moſt ſweet wench ? 

P. Henry. As the honey of /lybla, my old lad of the caſtle; 
and is not a buff- jerk in a moſt ſweet robe of durance? 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ! What, in thy quips 
and thy quiddities ? What a plague have I to do with « buff 
jerkin ? - 

P. Iſcury. Why, what a pox have I to do with my Hol- 
teſs of the tavern? 

Fal. Well, thou haft call'd her to a reckoning many 3 
«ne, and oft, 


g. Henry, Did 1 ever call thee to pay thy part? 
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Fal. No, I'll give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there. 


p. Henry. Yea, and elſewhere, ſo far as my coin would 
fretch ; and where it would not, I have us'd my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here apparent, 
that thou art Heir Apparent But, I pr'ythee, ſweet 
rag, ſhall there be gallows ſtanding in England, when thou 
ut King? and reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ruſty 
curb of old father antic, the law ? Do not thou, when thou 
at King, hang a thief. 

P. Henry, No: thou ſhalt. 

Fal. Shall 1? O rare! by the Lord, I'll be a brave 


udge. 

| p Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already: I mean, thou ſhalt. 
have the hanging of the thieves, and ſo become a rare” 
tangman. 

Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome ſort it jumps with my 
humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tel] you. 

P. Henry. For obtaining of ſuits? - 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of ſuits 3 whereof the hangman 
hath no lean wardrobe. Sblood, I am as melancholy as a 
zib-cat, or a lugg'd bear. 

Henry. Or an old lion, or a lover's lute, 

Fal. Vea, or the drone of a Linc«inſhire bag pipe. 

P. Henry, What ſayſt thou to a Hare, or the melancholy 
of Moor-ditch ? 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury ſimilies ; and art, in- 
deed, the moſt comparative, raſcallicit, ſweet young Prince—: 
But, Hal, I pr'ythee; trouble me no more with vanity ; I 
would to God thou and I knew where a commodity of good 
names were to be bought: an old Lord of the Council rated 
me the other day in * ſtreet about you, Sir ; but I mark'd 
him not, and yet he talk'd very wiſely, and in the ſtrect 
too. 
P. Henry. Thou didſt well; for wiſdom cries out in the 
ſreets, and no man regards it. 

Fal. O, thou haſt rl iteration, and art, indeed, 
able to corrupt a ſaint. Thou haſt done much harm unto 
me, //al, God forgive thee for it! Before Ik thee, Hal, 
[knew nothing; and now am I, if a man ſhould ſpeak truly, 
ſittle better than one of the wicked. 1 muſt give over this 
life, and I will give it m— ; Mu the Lord, an I do not, I 

' am 
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am a villain, I'll be damn'd for never a King's ſon lu 
chriſtendom. 

P. Henry. Where ſhall we take a purſe to-morrow, Ja? 

Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one; an I do not 
call me villain, and baflle me. : 

P. Henry. I ſee a good amendment of life in thee, from 
praying to purſe-taking. 

Fal. Why, Hal, *tis my vocation, Hal. Tis no fin for x 
man to labour in his vocation. Poins / Now ſhall we 
know, if Gade-hill have ſet a match. O, if men were tobe 
lav'd by merit, what hole in hell were hot enough for him! 


Enter Poins. 


This is the moſt omnipotent villain, that ever cry'd, h 
to à true man. 

P. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poins. Good morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſavs Monſieur 
Remorſe ? What ſays Sir John Sack and Sugar? Tack ! how 
agree the devil and thou about thy ſoul, that thou ſoldeſt 
him on Coed Friday laſt for a cup of Madeira, and a cold 
capon's leg? 

P. Hen J. Sir Tohn ſtands to his word ; the devil ſhall 
have hi, bargain, for he was never yet a breaker of pro- 
verbs; He will give the devil his due. 

Pins. Then thou art damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the devil, 

P. Henry. Elſc he had been damn'd for cozening the devil, 

Peoins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, by 
four o'c!ock, early at Ca-; there are pilgrims going 
to Centerlury with rich offerings, and traders riding to Lan- 
den with tat purſes. 1 have viſors for you all; you have 
horſes for yourſelves: Cad Hill lies to-night in Rocheſter ; 1 
have beſpoke ſupper to-morrow night in Euft-chrap; we 
may do it as ſecure as ſleep: if you will go, I will ſtuff 
your porſes full of crowns; if you will not, tarry at home, 
and De hang'd. 

Fal. Hear ve, Jedæuard; if Itarry at home, aud go not, 
I'll hang you for going. 

Pins. You will, chops? 

Fat. Hal, wilt thou make one? 


P. Hoary, Who! 1 rob: 1 a thief? Not I, by my faith. 


Tal. 


l. 
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Fal. There is neither honeſty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowſhip in thee, nor thou cam'ſt not of the blood-royal, if 
thou dar'ſt not cry, fand, for ten ſhillings. 

p. Henry. Well then, once in my days I'll be a mad cap. 

Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. 

p. Henry. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 

Fal. By the Lord, IL'Il be a traitor then when thou art 
king. 

p Henry, I care not. X 

Poins. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the Prince and me 
alone; I will lay him down ſuch reaſons for this adventure, 
that he ſhall go. 

Fel. Well, may'ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſuaſion, and 
he the ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeak'ſt may move, 
and what he hears may be believ'd ; that the true Prince 
may (forrecreation-ſake) prove a falſe thief ; for the poor 
abuſes of the time want countenance. Farewel : you ſhall 
find me in Eaft-cheap. 

p. Henry. Farewel, thou latter ſpring ! Farewel, all-hal- 
lown ſummer, [ Exit Falſtaff, 

Pins. Now, my good ſweet honey-lord, ride with us to- 
morrow, I have a jeſt to execute, that I cannot manage 
alone. Falfaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gads-hil!, ſhall rob 
thoſe men that we have already waylaid ; yourſelf and I 
will not be there; and when they have the booty, if you and 
do not rob them, cut this head from off my ſhoulders, 

* Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting 
orth ? | 

Point. Why, we will ſet forth before or after them; and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our pleaſure 
to fail; and then will they adventure upon the exploit them- 
ſelves, which they ſhall have no ſooner atchicv'd, but we'll 
let upon them. 

P. Henry. Ay, but, 'tis like, they will know us by our 
horſes, by our habits, and by every other appointment, to 
be ourſelves, | 

Poins. 'Tut, our horſes they ſhall not ſee, I'll tie them in 
the wood ; our viſors we will change after we leave them ; 
and, ſirrah, I have caſes of buckram tor the nonce, to im- 
mak our noted outward garments. 

F. Henry. But, I doubt, they will be too hard for us. 

Poins, 
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Pains. Well, for two of them, I know them to be x; 
true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back; and for the third, 
if he fights longer than he ſees reaſon, I'Il forſwear arms, 
The virtue of this jeſt will be, the incomprehenſible lye, 
that this ſame fat rogue will tell us when we meet at ſupper; 
how thirty at leaſt: he fought with; what wards, what 
blows, what extremities he endured ; and, in the reproof 
of this, lies the jeſt. 

P. Henry. Well, Ill go with thee. Provide us all things \ 
neceſſary, and meet me. to-morrow night in Eaft-cheay; 
there I'll ſup. Farewel. 


Poins, Farewel, my. Lord. [ Exit Poins 1 
P. Henry. I know you all, and will awhile uphold 0 
The unyok'd humour of your idleneſs ; of 
Yet herein will I imitate the Sun, 
Who doth permit the baſe contagious clouds = 


To ſmother up his beauty from the world; 
That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at, 


By breaking through the foul and ugly miſts. - 
Of vapours, that did ſeem to ſtrangle him: ly 
If all the year were playing holidays, < 
To ſport would be as tedious as to work ; J 
But when they ſeldom come, they wiſh'd-for coms, 1 
And nothing pleaſeth, but rare accidents. A 
So, when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 7 
And pay the debt I never promiſed ; of 


By how much better than my. word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall. I falſify men's hopes; 

And, like bright metal on a ſullen ground, 

My reformation glittering o'er my fault, 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 

'Than that which hath no foil to ſet it off. 

PII fo offend, to make offence a ſkill ; | 
Redeeming time, when men think leaſt I will. [ Exit, 


Ne. x. 


Exil. 
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No. X. — TRE FIRST PART or KING 
HENRY IV. 


Acr II. Scenes IV. 
Enter Falſtaff, Gads-hill, Bardolpli, and Peto. 


W Poins.. 
ELCOME, Tack ; where haſt thou been? 

Fal. A plague on all cowards, I ſay, and a vengeance too,. 
narry and Amen Give me a cup of ſack, boy—EreT lead 
this life long, 1211 ſew nether ſocks, and mend them, and 
fot them too. A. plague on all cowards !--Give me a cup 
of ack, rogue.—Is there no virtue extant? He drinks.. 

P. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of but- 
er? (pitiful-hearted Tian!) that melted at the ſweet tale 
of the 5 If chou didſt, then behold that compound. 

Fal. Vou rogue, here's lime in this ſack too. There is 
8 but nary to be found in villainous man. Yet a 
coward is worſe than a cup of ſack with lime in it; a vil- 
hinous Coward—Go. thy ways, old Jack; die when thou 
vilt, if manhood, manhood, be not forgot upon the- 
f:ce of the earth, then am I a ſhotten herring. There live 
dot three good men unhang'd in Exgland; and one of them 
» fat, and grows old, God help, the while! A bad world; 
Lfay,-I would I were a weaver; I could ing all manner 
of ſongs. -A plague on all cowards ! 1 fay ſtill. 

P. Henry. How now, Woolſack, what mutter you:? 

Fal. A King's ſon! If I do not beat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy ſubjects 
ore thee like a flock of wild geeſe, I'Il never wear hair on 
my face more. You Prince of Wales /! 

P. Henry. Why, you whoreſon round man! what's the 
matter ? 

Fal. Are you not a coward? Anſwer. me to that, and 
Pins there? 1a Poins. 
LE Henry. Ve fat paunch, an ye call me coward, I'll ſtab 
ee, 

Fal. I call thee coward.! I'll ſee thee damn'd ere I call 
thee coward ; but I would give a thouſand pound I could 
zun as faſt as thou canſt, You are ſtraight enough in the 

| ſhoulders 
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ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your back. Call you thy 
backing of your friends? A plague upon ſuch backing! 
Give me them that will face me Give me a cup of ſack; 
I am a rogue, if I drunk to-day. 

P. Henry. O villain ! thy lips are ſcarce wip'd ſince thoy 
drunk'ſt laſt. 

Fat. All's one for that. He ariiis 
A plague on all cowards, ſtill, fay I! 

P. Henry. What's the matter? 

Fal. What's the matter! Here be four of us, have ta'e 
a thouſand pounds this morning. 

P. Henry. Where is it, 7 F ? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it? Taken from us, it is. A kundird 
upon poor four of us. 

P. Henry. What! a hundred, man ? 

Fa. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-ſword with a 
dozen of them two hours together. I have eſcap'd by mi. 
racle. I am eight times thruſt through the doublet, four 
through the hols, my buckler cut through and through, my 
ſword hack d like «a hand- H - Ecce Aigitun / [ Skexvs ot 
Ffwerd, ] I never dealt better fince I was a man, —Al!l wou!d 
not do. A plague on all cowards !—Let them ſpeak ; if 
they ſpeak more or leſs than truth, they are villalns, and 
the ſons of darkneſs. 

P. Henry. Speak, Sirs, how was it? 

Gads. We four ſet upon ſome dozen, 

Fal. Sixteen, at Tea, my Lord, 

Gads. And bound them, 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound, 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of them 
or I am a 7ew elſe, an Eren Few. 

Gads. As we were ſharing, ſome ſix or ſeven freſh men 
ſet upon us. a 

Fal. And unbound che reſt, and then came in the other, 

P. Henry, What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All? I know not what ye call all; but if I fought 
not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radiſh ; if there 


' were not two or thrce and fifty upon poor old Jack, then 


am I no two-legg'd creature. 
Poins. Pray heaven, you have not murthered ſome of 
them, 70 
al, 
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ke Fal. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd two 

"vl of them ; two, I am ſure, I have ay'd, two rogues in buck- 

ay um ſuits, I tell thee what, Hat: if I tell thee a lye, ſpit 
in my face, call me horſe. . Thou know'ſt my old ward; 

al [TY lay, and thus I bore my point ; four rogues in buck- 

by am let drive at me. 

. Henry. What! four? Thou ſaidſt but two, even now. 

Fal. Four, Hal, I told thee four. 
; Point. Ay, ay, he ſaid four. 
AY Fal. Theſe four came all a front, and maialy thruſt at 
ne; I made no more ado, but took all their ſeven points in 
WW! farget, thus, 
| P. Henry. Seven! Why there were but four, even now. 
Fal. In buckram. 
h Paint. Ay, four, in buckram ſuits. 
. Seven, by theſe hilts, or I am a villain elſe. 

P. Henry. Pr'ythee let him alone, we ſhall have more 
mon. 
al. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? 

„PF. Henry, Ay, and mark thee too, Tack. a 
. Do ſo, for it is worth the liſtening to. Theſe nim 
. h buckram, that I told thee of 
P. Henry. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken ——— 

Points. Down fell their hoſe. 

Fal. Began to give me ground; but I follow'd me cloſe, 
eme in foot and hand; and, with a thought, ſeven of the 
deren [ pay'd. 

"A Henry. O monſtrous ! eleven buckram men grown out 
df two ! 

Fal. But as the devil would have it, three miſbegotten 
kaves in Kendal green came at my back, and let drive at 
2 * it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt not ſee thy 

ad. 
F. Henry. Theſe lyes are like the father that begets 
dem, groſs as a mountain, open, palpable, Why, thou 
ay-brain'd guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou whoreſon 
lcene ated; tallow-catch 

fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? Is not the 
kuth the truth? 

/ F. Henry. Why, how couldſt thou know theſe men in 
Kendal 
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Kendal green, when it was fo dark thou couldſt not ſee thy 
hand? Come, tell us your reaſon : what ſayſt thou to this! 

Poins. Come, your reaſon, Jack, your reaſon. 

Fal. What, upon compulſion ? No; were | at the frag. 
pado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell yy 
on compulſion. Give you a reaſon on compuliion ! If rea. 
ſons were as plenty as black-berries, I would not give you 
a reaſon upon compulſion—T ! 

P. Henry. I'll be no longer guilty of this fin. This far- 
guine coward, this bed-prefier, this horſe-back-breaker, 
this huge hill of fleſh ———- 

Fal. Away, you r you elf- ſr in, you dry'd neu 
tongue, bull's pizzle, you {tock-fiſh—O for bre. th to utter 
what is like thee Vou taylor's yard, you ſheath, you bon. 
caſe, you vile ſtanding tuck 

P. Henry. Well, breathe awhile, and then to 't agein; 
and when thou haſt tir'd thyſelf in baſe compariſons, hear 
me ſpeak but this. 

Poins. Mark, Jack. 

P. Henry. We two ſaw you four ſet on four; you bound 
them, and were maſters of their wealth. — Mark now, hov 
a plain tale ſhall put you down,—Then did we two ſet on 
you four, and with a word out-fac'd you from your prize, 
and have it; yea, and can ſhew it you here in the hey. 
And, Falſtaff, you carry'd your guts away as nimb!y, with 
as quick dexterity, and roar'd for mercy, and till ran ard 
roar'd, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a ſlave art thou, to 
hack thy ſword as thou haſt done, and then ſay it vas n 
fight! What trick, what device, what ftarting-hole, cant 
thou now find out, to hide thee from this open and appareit 
ſhame ? 

Point. Come, let's hear, Jack : what trick haſt thou 
now ? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that made yt. 
Why hear ye, my maſters ; was it for me to kill the Her 
Apparent ? Should I turn upon the true Prince? Why, thou 
knoweſt I am as valiant as Hercules, But beware inſtinct; 
the lion will not touch the true Prince. Inſtinct is a great 
matter; I was a coward on inſtinct. I ſhall think the better 
of my ſelf and thee, during my life; I, for a valiant lion, and 
thou for a true Prince. But, by the Lord, lads, I am g 
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zou have the money. Hoſtefs, clap to the doors; watch 
night, pray to-morrow. Gallants, lads, boys, hearts of 
gold, all the titles of good fellowſhip come to you! What, 
hall we be merry? Shall we have a play extempore ? 

p. Henry. Content: — and the argument ſhall be thy 
running away. 


Fal. Ah!—no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt me. 


Enter Hoſteſs, 


Ht. O Jeſu! my lord the Prince! 

P. Henry. How now, my lady the hoſteſs, what ſayeſt 
thou to me ? 

Hoſt. Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the Court 
at door would ſpeak with you; he ſays, he comes from your 
father. 

P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him a royal 
nan, and ſend him back again to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Hat. An old man. | 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight ? 
Shall I give him his anſwer ? 

P. Henry. Pr'ythee do, Fack. 

Fal. Faith, and I'll ſend him packing. [ Exit, 

P. Henry. Now, Sirs, by 'r lady, you fought fair; fo 
did you, Peto, ſo did you, Bardolpb, you are lions too, you 
ran = upon inſtinct; you will not touch the true Prince; 
10. Fie! | 

Bard. Faith, I ran when I ſaw others run, 

P. Henry. Tell me now in earneſt; how came Falaf”s 
ſword ſo hackt? 

Pero, Why, he hackt it with his dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſ ear truth out of England, but he would make you 
"_ it was done in fight, and perſuaded us to do the 
ike. 

Bard. Vea, and to tickle our noſes with ſpear-graſs, to 
make them bleed; and then beſlubber our garments with it, 
and {wear it was the blood of true men. I did that I did 
= theſe ſeven years before, I bluſh'd to hear his monſtrous 

evices, 

P. Henry. O villain, thov ſtoleſt a cup of ſack eighteen years 
igo, and wert taken with the manner, and ever ſince 2 

al 
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haſt blufh'd extempore. Thou haſt fire and ſword on thy 
2 and yet thou ranneſt away. What inſtinct hadſt thay 
or it ? 

Bard. My lord, do you ſee theſe meteors? Do you be. 
hold theſe exhalations ? 

F. Henry. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Henry. Hot livers and cold purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, halter. 


Re-enter Falſtaff. 


Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare- bone. How nov, 
my ſweet creature of bombaſt? How long is't ago, Jad, 
ſince thou ſaw'ſt thy own knee? | 

Fal. My own knee? When I was about thy years, Ma, 
I was not an eagle's talon in the waiſt ; I could have crept 
into any alderman's thumb-ring. A plague on ſighing and 
grief, it blows up a man like a bladder. There's villainou 
news abroad; here was Sir John Braby from your father, 
you muſt go to the Court in the morning. The ſame mad 
fellow of the north, Percy, and he of Wales, that gave 
Anaimon the baſtinado, 4 made Lucifer cuckold, and ſwore 
the devil his true liegeman upon the croſs of a Velſh hook: 
what a plague call you him 

Poins. O Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen ; the ſame; and his ſon-in-law Merti- 
mer, and old Northumberland, and that ſpright'y Scot of 
Scots, Deuglas, that runs a horſeback up a hill 1 

P. Henry. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a pillol 
kills a ſparrow flying. 

Fal. Vou have hit it. 

P. Henry. So did he never the 12 f 

Fal. Well; that raſcal has good mettle in him, he will 
not run. 8 

P. Henry. Why, what a raſcal art thou then, to praiſ 
him ſo for running f 

Fal. A horſeback, ye cuckow ! but afoot, he wall not 
budge a foot. 

P. Henry. Yes, Fack, upon inſtinct, 


Fal. 1 grant ye, upon inſtinct. Well, he is there too, 7 


nd 
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one Mordake, and a thouſand blue caps more. Worcefter 
is ton away by night. Thy father's beard is turn'd white 
with the news. You may buy land now as cheap as ſtink- 
ing mackarel, 

p. Henry. Then ' tis like, if there come a hot June, and 
theſe civil buffetings hold, we ſhall buy maidenheads as they 
buy hob-nails, by the hundred. 

Fal. By the maſs, lad, thou ſayſt true; it is like, we ſhall 
hve good trading that way. — But tell me, Hal, art not 
thou horribly afraid, thou being heir apparent? Could the 
world pick thee out three ſuch enemies again as that fiend 
Douglas, that ſpirit Percy, and that devil Glezxdower ? Art 
thou not horribly afraid ? Doth not thy blood thrill at it? 

P. Henry. Not a whit, faith ; I lack ſome of thy inſtinct, 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, when 
thou com'ſt to thy father; if thou love me, practiſe an 
anſwer. 

P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I ? Content. This chair ſhall be my ſtate, this 
dagger my ſceptre, and this cuſhion my crown. 

P. Henry. Thy fate is taken for a joint- ſtool, thy golden 
ſceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crown 
for a pitiful bald crown. 

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be nor quite out of thee, 
now ſhalt thou be moved Give me a cup of ſack to make 
aine eyes look red, that it may be thought I have wept; 
AS mult ſpeak in paſſion, and 1 will do it in King Cam- 
e, vein, 

P. Heury. Well, here is my leg. 

Fal. And here is my ſpeech—Stand aſide, Nobility—— 

Hi. 'Vhis is excellent ſport, i'faith. 

Fal. / eep 257, faveet Queen, for trickling tears are Vain. 

11%. O the father! how he holds his countenance ! 

Fal. Fer God's ſake, lords, convey my 1 Queen, 

Lor tears do flop the flood gates of her eyes. 
IH. © rare! he doth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 
Pavers, as I ever ſee. 

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot ; peace, good tickle-brain— 
larry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt thy time, 
ut alſo how thou art accompany'd; for though the camo- 

mile, 
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mile, the more ſt is trodden on, the faſter it grows, ye 
youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it wears. Thou ar 
my ſon; I have partly thy mother's word, partly mine own 
opinion; but chiefly a villainous trick of thine eye, and x 
fooliſh hanging of thy nether lip, that doth warrant me. l. 
then thou be ſon to me, here lieth the point; why, being ſon 
to me, art thou ſo pointed at? Shall the bleſſed Sun of heaven 
prove a micher, and eat black-berries? A queſtion not to he 
aſk'd. Shall the ſon of England prove a thief, and take 
purſes? A queſtion to be aſk'd. There is a thing, Harn, 
which thou haſt often heard of, and it is known to many 
in our land by the name of pitch : this pitch, as ancient 
writers do report, doth defile ; ſo doth the company thou 


keep'it ; for, Harry, now do 1 not ſpeak to thee in drink, 1 
but in tears; not in pleaſure, but in paſuon; not in words o. 
but in woes alſo. And yet there 1s a virtuous man whom | f 
have often noted in thy company, but I know not his nme. al 
P. Henry. What manner of man, an it like your Majeſy? [ 
Fal. A goodly portly man iꝗ faith, and a corpulent; 0 f 
a cheerful look, a pleaſing eye, and a molt noble carriage; , 
and, as I think, his age ſome fifty, or, by'r lady, inelining ſelf 
to threeſcore; and now, I remember me, his name is Fa 
If that man ſhould be lewdly given, he deceives me; fol ® 
Harry, I ſee virtue in his looks. If then the fruit may If t 
known by the tree, as the tree by the fruit, then peremp- de 
torily I ſpeak it, there is virtue in that Falaff; him keep kn 
with, the reſt baniſh. And tell me now, thou naughty wr!“ 
let, tell me, where haſt thou been this month? ba 
P. /lenry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King? Do thou ſand fa 
for me, and I'll play my father. | Ja 
Fal. Depoſe me. If thou doſt it half ſo gravely, ſo u 
jeſticaliy, both in word and matter, hang me up by the h 
for a rabbit-ſucker, or a poulterer's hare. | 
P. Henry. Well, here I am ſet. 
Fal. And here I ſtand; judge, my maſters. 
P. Henry. Now, Harry, whence come you ? * 
Fal. My noble ford, from Eaft-cheap. 3 
P. Henry. The complaints I hear of thee are grieveu, 
Fal. Sblood, my lord, they are falſe. Nay, © 


tickle ye for a young Prince, 


P. Henry, Sweareſt thou, ungracious boy? Henctfor! 
Ne £3 
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1er look on me. Thou art violently carried away from 


* grace; there's a devil haunts thee, in the likeneſs of a fat 
ed man; a tun of man is thy companion. Why doſt thou 
converſe with that trunk of humours, that boulting hutch 


of b2aftlinefs, that ſwoln parcel of dropſies, that huge bom- 
ard of ſack, that ſtufft cloak-bag of N that roaſted Man- 
ingtrce OX with the pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, 
that grey iniquity, that father ruſſian, that vanity in years? 
Wherein 1s he good, but to taſte ſack and drink 1t? where- 
in neat and cleanly, but to carve a capon-and eat it? where- 
u cunning, but in craft? wherein crafty, but in villainy ? 
vherein villainous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but 
in nothing? 

Fal. J would your grace would take me with you. 
Vom means your grace? 

p. Henry. That . abominable miſleader of youth, 


. that old whitg-bearded Satan. 
Fal. My lord, the man I know. 
P. Hexry. I know thou doſt. 
Fal. But to ſay, I know more harm in him than in my- 


- lf, were to ſay more than I know. That he is old, the 
af WJ ove is the pity, his white hairs do witneſs it; but that he is, 
fring your reverence, a whoremaſter, that 1 utterly deny. 


If ack and ſugar be a fault, God help the wicked. If to 
de old and merry, be a ſin, then many an old hoſt, that I 
know, is damn'd. If to be fat, be to be hated, then 
Ptaroak's lean kine are to be lov'd. No, my good lord, 
baniſh Peto, baniſh Bardolph, bauith Poins but for ſweet 
Tack F * kind Jack Falſtaſ, true Tack Fal/taff, valiant 
fack Falftaff, and therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old 


plump Fack, and baniſh all the world. 
P. Henry. I do, I will. { Knecking ; and Hoſteſs goes out, 


Enter Bardolph running. 
Bard. O, my lord, my lord, the Sheriff, with a moſt mon- 
frous watch, is at the door. 
Fal. Out, you rogue!—Play out the Play; I have much 
w ſay in behalf of that Fal/ap. 


Jack F 7 baniſh not him thy Harry's company; baniſh 


Re-enter 


| | 
1 
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Re-enter the Hoſteſs. 


Heft. O, my lord, my lord! 

Fal. Heigh, heigh, the devil rides upon a fiddlefticl;; 
what's the matter ? 

Hoft. The Sheriff and all the watch are at the door: they 
are come to ſearch the houſe. Shall I let them in? 

Fal. Doft thou hear, Hal? Never call a true piece of gold 
a counterfeit ; thou art eſſentially mad, without ſeeming ſo. 

P. Henry. And thou a natural coward, without inſtintt. 

Fal. I deny your major. If you will deny the Sherif, 
ſo; if not, let him enter. If I become not a cart as well a; 
another man, a plague on my bringing up; I hope I ſtall a 
ſoon be ſtrangled with a halter as another. 

P. Henry. Go, hide thee behind the arras, the reſt walk 
up above. Now, my maſters, for a true face and geod 
conſcience. 

Fal. Both which I have had ; but their date 1s out, ard 
therefore I'll hide me. [ Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, Cc. 

P. Henry. Call in the Sheriff. 


Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 


Now, maſter Sheriff, what is your will with me? 
Sher. Firſt, pardon me, my lord. —A hue and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men unto this houſe. 
P. Henry. What men ? 
Sher. One of them 13 well known, my gracious lore, 
A groſs fat man. 
Car. As fat as butter. 
P. Henry. The man, I do aſſure you, is not here, 
For 1 myſelf at this time have employ'd him; 
And, Sheriff, I engage my word to thee, 
'That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal ; 
And fo let me intreat you leave the houſe. 
Sher, I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery loſt three hundred mari:s. 
P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable; and ſo farewel. 
Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 
P. Henry. I think it is good morrow, is it not ? 


Söer. 


ber. 
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gur. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o'clack, Exit. 

p. Henry. This oily raſcal is Known as well as Paul's; go 
call him forth. 

Pero. Falſta 
ſnorting lite 1 

P. Henry. Hark! how hard he ſetches breath! Search 
lis pockets. bo ſearches his pockets, aud finds certain papers. 

P. Henry. What haſt thou found? 8 

Pero. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

p. Henry. Let's ſee, what be they? read them. 

Peto. Item, a capon, 25. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, 44. 

lim, Sack, two gallons, 55. 84. 

Item, Anchovies and ſack after ſupper, 2s. 64. 

lien, Bread, a halfpenny. 

p. Henry. O monſtrous! but one halfpenny-worth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of ſack! What there is elſe, 
keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there let him 
feep till day. I'll to the Court in the morning: we muſt 
all to the wars, and thy place ſhall be honourable. I'll pro- 
cure this fat rogue a charge of foot, and, I know, his death 
will b2 a march of twelve ſcore, The money ſhall be paid 
lick again with advantage. Be with me betimes in the 
moraing; and ſo good morrow, Pets. 

Pito. Good morrow, good my lord. Exeunt. 


faſt aſlzep behind the arras, and 


ee. _ 


No. XI.-—T#e Second PART or KING 
HENRY IV. | 


AcT III. Scexe I. The Palace in London. 
Luer King Henry in his Night Gown, with a Page. 


Al K. HENRY. 
O, call the Earls of Surry and of Warwick : 
But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read theſe letters, 
and well conſider of them. Make good ſpeed. [ Exit Page. 
flow many thouſands of my pooreſt ſubjects 
Are at this hour aſleep! O gentle Sleep, 

M Nature's 
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Nature's ſoft nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 
'That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
And itc-p my ſenſes in forgetfuineſs ? 

Why rather, Sleep, ly'ſt thou in ſmoky cribs, 
Upon uneaſy pallets ſtretching thee. 

And huſh: with buzzing night-fies to thy flumber, 
'Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of coſtly ſtate, 

And lulld with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody? 

O thou dull God, why ly'ſt thou with the vile 
In loathſome beds, and leav'ſt the kinoly couch 
A uatch ch or a common larum-bell ? 

Wilt tho1, upon the high and giddy maſt, 

Seal up tue ſhip boy's eyes, and rock his brains, 
In cradie of tc rude imperious ſurge ; 

And in the v:iſtation ot the winds, 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf'ning clamours in the flipp'ry ſhrouds, 
That, with the hurly, death itſelf awakes! 
Canſt thou, O partial Sleep, give thy repoſe 

To the wet {ea-boy in an hour fo rude ; 

Aud, in the calmeit and the ſtilleſt night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a King? Then happy lowly clown, 
Uncaſy lies the head that wears a crown. 


Enter Warwick and Surrey. 


War. Many good-morrows to your Majeſty! 

K. Henry. js it good morrow, lords ? 

War. * I'is one o'clock, and paſt. | 

K. Henry. Why, then, good morrow to you. Well ny 

ords, , 

Have you read o'er the letters that I ſent you? 

Har. We have, my Leige. 

K, Henry. Then' you perceive the body of.our kingdom, 
How foul it is; what rank diſeaſes grow, 
And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

War. It is but as a body yet diſtempered, 


Which to its former ſtrength may be reſtor'd, Wii 
ith 
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Kit good advice and little medicine; 
Ms lord, Nerthumberland will ſoon be cool'd, 


* 


x. Henry. Oh, heaven, that one might read che book of 
tate, 
And ſee the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent, 
Wearv of ſolid firmneſs, melt itſelf 
Into the ſea ; aud, other times, to ſee 
The beachy girdle of the ocean 
Teo wide for Neptune's hips ; how chances mock, 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors ! O, it this were ſeen, 
The happieſt youth, viewing his 2 through, 
What perils paſt, what croſles to enſue, 
Wou'd ſhut the book, and fit him down, and die. 
lis not ten years gone, 
Since Richard and Northumberland, great friends, 
Did feaſt together; and in two years after 
Were at wars. It is but eight years ſince 
This Percy was the man neareſt my ſout ; 
Wo, like a brother, toil'd in my affairs, 
And laid his love and life under my foot; 
Yea, for my ſake, e'en to the eyes of Richard, 
Cave him defiance. But which of you was by? 
(You, couſin Newil, as 1 may remember) [ 77 Var. 
When Richard, with his eye brimful of tears, 
Then check'd and rated by Nor!/umber/and, 
Did ſpeak theſe words, now prov'd a prophecy. 
Northumberland, thou ladder hy the au 
, My coufrn Bolingbroke aſcend ”y { bronc : 
Though then, heav'n knows, J had no ſuch intent; 
But that Neceſſity ſo bow'd the State, 
{hat | and Greatneſs were compell'd to kits: 
: The time all come, thus did he follow it, 
' The time avill come, that foul {ir, gathering head, 
Shall break into corruption: ſo went on, 
 oretelling this ſame time's condition, 
\nd the diviſion of our amity. 
Mur. There is a hiſtory in all men's lives, 
'12uring the nature of the times deccas'd; 
'be «hich obſerv'd, a man may propheſy, 


Al 2 Witch 
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With a near aim of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to life, which in their ſeeds 
And weak beginnings he intreaſured. 
Such things become the hatch and brood of time ; 
And by the neceſſary form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueſs, 
That great Northumberland, then falſe to him, 
Would of that ſeed grow to a greater falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you, 

K. Henry. Are theſe things then neceſſities ? 
Then let us meet them like neceſſities ; 
And that ſame word even now cries out on us. 
'They ſay, the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thouſand ſtrong. 

War. It cannot be: 
Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear'd. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To go to bed. Upon my life, my Lord, 
The pow'rs that you already have ſent forth, 
Shall bring this prize in very eaſily. 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 
A certain inſtance that Gl/endower is dead. 
Your Majeſty hath been this fortnight ill, 
And theſe unſeaſon'd hours perforce mult add 
Unto your fickneſs. 

K. Henry. I will take your counſel ; 
And were theſe inward wars once out of hand, 


Ve would, dear Lords, unto the Holy Land. [Tens 


N. XII. 


di 
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No. XII. Tur SxtconDd PART or KING 
HENRY IV. 


Ace IV. Scene IV. The Palace at Weſtminſter, 
later King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Glouceſter, 


N K. HENRY. 

OW, Lords, if Heaven doth give ſucceſsſul enl 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 

ind draw no ſwords but what are ſanctify'd. 

Our navy is addreſs'd, our power collected, 

Our ſubſtitutes in abſence well inveſted, 

and every thing lies level to our wiſh ; 

Only we want a little perſonal ſtrength, 

And pauſe us, till theſe rebels, now a-foot, 

Come underneath the yoke of government. 

War. Both which we doubt not but your Majeſty 
Shall ſoon. enjoy. 

K. Henry. Humphry, my ſon of Glouceſter, 

Where 1s the Prince your brother ? 

Clou. I think, he's gone to hunt, my Lord, at Wind/er. 

K. Henry. And how accompanied? 

Clou. I do not know, my Lord. 

5 Henry, Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 

im ? 

Clou. No, my good Lord, he is in preſence here. 

Cla. What would my Lord and father? 

K. Henry. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brother ? 
He loves thee, and thou doſt neglect him, 7 homas ; 
Thou haſt a better place in his affection, ' 
Than all thy brothers; cheriſh it, my boy; 
and noble Offices thou mayſt effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead, 
between his greatneſs and thy other brethren, 
Therefore omit him not ; blunt not his love ; 

Nor loſe the good advantage of his grace, 
by ſeeming cold, or careleſs of his will. 


M 3 For 
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For he is gracious, if he be obſerv'd ; 
He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day, for melting charity ; 
Yet notwithitanding, being incens'd, he's flint; 
As humorous as winter, and as ſudden 
As flaws congeal'd in the ſpring of day. 
Hs temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd : 
{hide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth ; 
But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 
Jill that his paſſions, like a whale on ground, 
Confound themſelves with working. Learn this, Them, 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends, 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 
That the united veſſel of their blood, 
Miugled with venom of ſuggeſtion, 
As, torce-per-force, the age will pour it in, 
Shall never leak, though it does work as ſtrong 
As Aconitum, or raſh gunpowder. 
Cla. I ſhall obſerve him with all care and love. 
K. Hwy. Why art thou not at Windfer with him, 
Thomas P 
Cla. He is not there to-day ; he dines in Londen. 


K. Henry. And how accompanied? Canſt thou tell that? 


Clu. With Poius, and others his continual followers, 
K. Henry. Moſt ſubjeR is the fatteſt ſoil to weed: ; 

And he, the noble image of my youth, 

Is overſpread with them; therefore my grief 

Stretches itſelf beyond the hour of death, 

The blood weeps from my heart, when I do ſhape, 

In forms imaginary, th* unguided days | 

And rotten times that you Nall look upon, 

When I am ſleeping with my anceſtors, 

For when his headſtrong riot hath no curb, 

When lage and hot blood are his counſellors, 

When means and laviſh manners meet together, 

Oh, with what wings ſhall his affection fly 

'Fow'rd fronting peril and oppos'd decay? : 
Mar. My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite; 

The Prince but ſtudies his companions, 

Like a ſtrange tongue, wherein, to gain the language, . 

l 


; 
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Tis needful that the moſt immodeſt word | 
z look'd upon and learn'd ; which once attain'd, 
Your Highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
But to be known and hated. So, like groſs terms, 
The Prince will in the perfectneſs oft tune 
(it of his followers; and their memory 
all as a pattern or a meaſure live, 
de which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others; 
Turning paſt evils to advantages; 
K. Henry. 'Tis ſeldom, when the bee doth leave her 
comb 
ſa the dead carrion.— Who's here? Weftmoriand { 


Enter Weſtmorland. 


Tf. Health to my Sovereign, and new happineſs, 
Added to that which I am to deliver! 
Prince John, your ſon, doth kiſs your grace's hand: 
Mxubray, * Scroop, Haſtings, and all, 
Are brought to the correction of your law! 
There is aot now a rebel's ſword unſheath'd, 
but peace puts forth her olive ev'ry where. 
The manner how this action hath been borne, 
dere at more leiſure may your Highneſs read, 
With every courſe, in his particular, 
K. Henry. O We/tmorland, thou art a ſummer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter ſings 
The lifting up of day. 


Enter Harcourt. 


Look, here's more news. 
Har. From enemies Heaven keep your Majeſty ! 
and, when they ſtand agaiuſt you, may they fall 
as thoſe that I am come to tell you of! 
The Earl of Nortbumberland, = the Lord Bardelpl, 
With a great power of Exglißb and of Scots, 
are by the Sheriff of York/hire overthrown, 
The manner and true order of the fight, 
This packet, pleaſe it you, contains at large. 
K. Henry. And wherefore ſhould theſe good news make 
me fick? | 7:0 
Vil Fortune never come with both hands full, 
M 4 But 
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But write her fair words till in fouleſt letters ? 

She either gives a ſtomach, and no food; 

Such are the poor, in health; or elle a ſeaſt, 

And takes away the ftomach ; ſuch the rich, 

That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

T ſhould rejoice now at this happy news, 

And now my fight fails, and my brain is giddy. 

O me, come near me, now I am much ill! 
Clou. Comfort your Majeſty ! 


i. My ſovereign Lord, cheer up yourſelf, look up. 


War. Be patient, Princes; you do know, theſe fits 

Are with his IIighneſs very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air, he'Il ſtraight be well. 
Cla. No, no, he cannot long hold out theſe pangs 

Th' inceſſant care and labour of his mind 

Hath wrought the mure, that ſhould confine it in, 

So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
Clou. The people fear me; for they do obſerve 

Unfather'd heirs and loathly birds of nature. 

The ſeaſons change their manners, as the year 

Had found ſome months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 
Cla. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between; 

And the old folk, time's doating chronicles, 

Say it did ſo a little time before 

That cur great grandſire Edward fick'd and dy d. 
War. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recovers. 
Clou. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. . 
K. Henry. I pray you take me up, and bear me hence 

Into ſome other chamber. Softly, *pray 

Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle friends, 

Unleſs ſome dull and favourable hand 

Will whiſper muſic to my weary ſpirit. 
War. Call for the muſic in the other room. 
K. H-»ry. Set me the crown upon the pillow here. 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much, 
War. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe. 


Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence 
Cla. 1 am here, brother, full of heavinc6. 


P. Merry: 
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P. Henry. How now! rain within doors, and none abroad? 
How doth the King? 
Glu. Exceeding ill. 
P. Henry. Heard he the good news yet? 
Tell it ham, 
Glou. He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 
p. Henry. If he be ſick with joy, 
He'll recover without phyſic. 
War. Not ſo much noiſe, my Lords. Sweet Prince, 
ſpeak low ; | 
The King, your father, is diſpos'd to ſleep. 
Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room. 
War. WilPt pleaſe your Grace to go along with us? 
P. Henry. No; 1 will fit and watch here by the King. 
[ Exeunt all but P, Henry. 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being ſo troubleſome a bed-fellow ? 
O poliſh'd perturbation! golden care! 
That keep'ſt the ports of ſlumber open wide 
To many a watchful night. Sleep with it now.—— 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he, whoſe brow, with homely biggen bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O Majeſty ! 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doit ſit 
Like a rich armour worn 1n heat of day, 
That ſcalds with ſafety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, which ſtirs not ; 
Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightleſs down 
Perforce muſt move.— My gracious Lord, my father !. 
—This ſleep is ſound indeed; this is a ſleep, 
That from this golden rigol hath divorc'd 
So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me 
ls tears, and heavy-ſorrows of the blood ; 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderneſs 
Shall, O dear father! pay thee plenteouſly. 
My due from thee is this imperial crown, 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives itſelf to me. Lo, here it fits, 
Putting it on bis head., 
Which Heaven ſhall guard; and put the world's whole 
ſtrength 
M ;. Into 
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Atto one giant arm, it ſhall not force 
"$ Mis lineal honour from me. This from thee 
WII to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. [Zus. 


Enter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 


K. Henry. Werwick ! Glouceſter ! Clarence ! 
Cla. Doth the King call? | 
War. What would your Majeſty ? How fares your Grace? 
K. Merry. Why did you leave me here alone, my Lords? 
Cla. We left the Prince my brother here, my Licye, 
Who undertdok to fit and watch by 504. 
K. Henry. The Prince of aιt, Where is he? Let me 
fec him. 
Mar. Thi. door i, open, he is gone this wav. 
(bu. He came not through the chamber where we flay'd, 
K. Henry. Where i the crown? who took it from my 
piltow? 
bur. When we wakdrew, my Liege, we left it here. 
K. Henry. The binde hath ta'en it hence; go ſeek him 
out. 
1s he fo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My flcep my death? Find him, my Lord of Bari, 
And chile him hither ftraight : this part of his 
Conjoins with my diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
See, ſons, what things you are! how quickly Nature 
Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object! 
Fur this the fooliſh over-careſul fathers 
Hau broke their ſleeps with thought, their brains with cary 
Their bones with We for this, engraſo'd 
The cauker'd heaps of 1 gold; 
For this, they have been thoughtful to inveſt 
Their fons with arts and martial exerciſes. 
When, like the bee, culling from every flower, 
Our thighs are packt with wax, our mouths with honey, 
Wo bring it tothe hive; and, like the bees, 
Ar: murder'd for our pains) This bitter taſte 
Ciel vis engroiments to the dying father. 
Euter Warwick. 


%, where is he, that will not ſtay fo long, 
"1 tz. friend, Siceneſe, bath determin'd me? 
„ Mig Lord, I found the Prince in the next room, 
Waſhing 
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Waſhing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks, 
With ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 
That Tyranny, which never quaſt but blood, 
Would, by beholding him, have waſh'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He 15 coming hither. 
K. Henry. But wherefore did he take away the crown ? 


Enter Prince Henry. 


Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry— 

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. | Exeunt Lords. 
P. Henry. I never thought to hear you ſpeak again. 
K. Henry. Thy wiſh was father, Harry, to that thought; 

U tay too long by thee, I weary thee. 

Doſt thou ſo hunger for my empty chair, 

That thou wilt needs inveſt thee with my honours 

Before thy hour be ripe? O fooliſh youth! 

Thou ſeek'ſ the greatneſs that will overwhelm thee. 

Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 

s held from falling with ſo weak a wind, 

That it will uickſy drop; my day 1s dim. 

Thou haſt ltoÞn that, which, after ſome few hours, 

Were thine without offence ; and at my death 

Thou haſt ſeal'd up my expectation: 

Thy life did manifeſt thou lov'dſt me not ; 

And thou wilt have me die aſſur'd of it. 

Thou hid'ſt a thouſand daggers in thy thoughts, 

Which thou haſt wetted on thy ſtony heart, 

To ſtab at half an hour of my frail life. 

What! canſt thou not forbear me half an hour? 

Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyſelf, 

And bid the merry bells ring to thy ear 

That thou art crown'd, not that I am dead. 

et all the tears that ſhould bedew my hearſe, 

Be drops of balm to ſanctify thy head; 

Only compound me with forgotten duſt, 

Give that, which gave tl;ce Tife, unto the worms, 

Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 

For now a time is come to mock at form; 

Henry the Fitth is crown'd. Up, Vanity! 

Down, royal State! All you ſage Conntallar, hence ; 

And to the Engliſh Court — now, 
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From every region, apes of Idleneſs ; 
Now, ncigubour conſines, purge you of your ſcum; 
Have you a ruffian that will ſwear, drink, dance, 
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
'The oldeſt ſins the neweſt kind of ways: 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more; 
England ſhall double gild his t eble guilt ; 
England ſhall give him office, honour, might; 
For the Fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
Ihe muzzle of Reſtraint, and the wild dog 
Shall fleſh his tooth on every innocent. 
O my poor kingdom! ſick with civil blows, 
When that my care could not withhold thy riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care? 
O, thou wilt be a wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants 
P. Hexry. O pardon me, my Liege! but for my tears, 
The moiſt impediments unto my ſpeech, [ Knetling 
F had foreſtall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 
lire you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard 
Ihe courſe of it fo ſar. There is your crown; 
And he that wears the crown unmortally, 
Long guard it yours! If I affect it more, 
han as your honour, and as your renown, 
Let me no more from this * dul. riſe, 
Which my moſt true and inward-duteous ſpirit 
Jeacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. 
leuven witne's with me, when I here came in, 
And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
Lo cold it firuck my heart! If I do feign, 
O let me in my preſent wildneſs die, 
And never live to ſhew th? incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purpoſed. 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you were) 
1 ipake unto the crown, as having ſenſe, 
And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the hody of my father ; 
Therefore thou beſt of gold art work of gold: 
Other, leſs ſine in carat, is more precious, | 
Prelerving lite in med'cine potable; 
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dat thou, moſt fine, moſt honour'd, moſt renown'd, 
Halt eat thy bearer up. Thus, Royal Liege, 
gecuſing it, I put it on my head, 
To try with it, as with an enemy, 
That had before my face murder'd my father, 
Ihe quarrel of a true inheritor. | 
But if it did infect my blood with joy, 
Or (well my thoughts to any ſtrain of pride, 
auy rebel or vain ſpirit of mine 
Did with the leaſt aſtection of a welcome 
(ive entertainment to the might of it, 
let Heaven for ever keep it from my head, 
and make me as the pooreſt vaſſal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it! 
K. Henry O my ſon! 
Heaven put it in thy head to take it hence, 
That thou might'ſt win the more thy father's love, 
leading ſo wiſely in excuſe of it. 
Come hither, Lariy, fit thou by my bed; 
and hear, I think, the very lateſt counſel 
That ever I ſhall breathe. Heaven knows, my ſon, 
br what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways 
| met this crown; and I1 myſelf know well 
llow troubleſome it ſat upon my head. 
lo thee it ſhall deſcend with better quiet, 
letter opinion, better conirmation z 
for all the ſoil of the atchievement goes 
With me into the earth. It ſcem'd in me 
But as an honour ſnatch'd with boiſt'rous hand, 
and J had many living to upbraid 
iy gain of it by their aſſiſtances; 
Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed peace. All theſe bold fears, 
Thou ſceſt, with peril I have anſwer'd, 
For all my reign hath been but as a ſcene, 
Afling that argument; and now my death 
Ciinges the mode: for what in me was purchas'd, 
Fill; upon thee in a much fairer ſort; 
5 thou the garland wear'ſt ſucceſſively, 
let, though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure than I could do, 
Lau art not firm cagugh, ſince gricts are green, 
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And all thy friends, which thou muſt make thy friend: 

Have but their ſtings and teeth newly ta'en out, 

By whoſe fell working I was firſt ad vanc'd, 

And by whoſe pow'r J well might lodge a fear 

To be again diſplac'd; which to avoi 

I cut them off, and- had a purpoſe now 

To lead out many to the Holy Land; 

Leſt reſt and lying ſtill might make them look 

Too near into my ſtate, Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it thy courſe to buſy giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels; that action, hence, borne out, 

May waſte the memory of former days. 

More would I, but my lungs are waſted ſo, 

That ſtrength of ſpeech is utterly deny'd me. 

How I came by the crown, O God, forgive ! 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live. 
P. Henry. My gracious Liege, 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 

Then plain and right muſt my poſſeſſion be ; 

Which I, with more than with a common pain, 

»Gainlt all the world will rightfully maintain. 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter, and Warwick. 


K. Henry. Look, look, here comes my Fohn of Lancaſter, 
Lan. Health, peace, and happineſs to my royal father 
K. Henry. Thou bring*ſ me happineſs and peace, fon Job; 

But health, alack, with youthful wings, is flown 

From this bare, wither'd trunk. Upon thy fight 

My worldly buſineſs makes a period. 

Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 
P. Henry. My Lord of Warwick 
K. Henry. Doth any name particular belong 

Unto the lodging where I firſt did ſwoon? _ 

War. "Vis call'd Jeruſalem, my noble Lord. 
K. Henry. Laud be to God ! even there my life muſt end. 

It hath been propheſy'd to me many years, 

I ſhould not lie — in Jeruſalem, 

Which vainly I ſuppos'd the Holy Land. 

But bear me to that chamber, there I'll lie: 
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No. XIII.—E KING HENRY V. 
Acr IV. Scene V. 


Enter three Soldiers, John Bates, Alexander Court, and 
Michael Williams, to the King. 


B CourrT. 
ROTHER Jen Bates, is not that the morning which 
breaks yonder ? 

Bates. I think it be; but we have no great cauſe to de- 
ire the approach of day. 

Hill. We ſee yonder the beginning of the day; but 1 
think we ſhall never ſee the end of it. Who goes there? 

K. Henry. A friend. 

Jill. Under what captain ſerve you? 

K. Henry, Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

711. A good old commander, and a moſt kind gentle- 
nan. I pray you, what thinks he of our ellate ? 

K. Henry. Even as men wreck'd upon a ſand, that look 
to be waſh'd off the next tide. 

Bates, He hath not told his thought to the King. 

K. Jlenry. No; nor is it meet he ſhould ; for, though I 
ſpeak it to you, I think, the King is but a man as I am: the 
violet ſmells to him as it doth to me; the clement ſhews to 
him as it doth to me; all his ſenſes have but human con- 
ditions, His ceremonies laid by, in his nakedneſs he ap- 
pears but a man; and tho? his affections are higher mounted 
than ours, yet when they ſtoop, they ſtoop with the like 
wing ; therefore when he ſees reaſon of fears as we do, his 
fears, out of doubt, be of the ſame reliſh as ours are; yet in 
reaſon no man ſhould poſſeſs him with any appearance of 
fear, leſt he, by ſhewing it, ſhould diſhearten his army. 

Bates, He may ſhew what outward courage he will; but, 
[ believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could wiſh himſelf in 
the Thames up to the neck ; and ſo I would he were, and I 
dy him at all adventures, ſo he were quit here. 

K. Henry. By my troth, I will ſpeak my conſcience of the 
King; I think, he would not with himſelf any where but 
vliere he is. 

Bates. Then would he were here alone ; ſo ſhould he be 
lure to be ranſom'd, aud many poor men's lives ſaved. 

K. Henry, 
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K. Henry, | dare ſay you love him not ſo ill to wiſh hin 
here alone; howſoever you ſpeak this to feel other men' 
minds. Methinks I could not die any where ſo contented 
as in the King's company, his caule being jult, and his 
quarrel honourable, 

Will, That's more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we ſhou'd ſeek after ; for we 
know enough, if we are the King's ſubjects ; if his eaule be 
vgs our obedience to the King wipes the crime of it 
Out ot us, 

Will. But if the cauſe be not good, the King himſelf hath 
a heavy reckoning to make; when all thoſe legs, and arms, 
and heads, chopp'd off in a battle, ſhall join together at the 
latter day, and cry all, V dy'd at fuch @ place; ſome ſwear- 
ing; ſome crying for a ſurgeon ; ſome, upon their wives leſt 
poor behind them; ſome, upon the debts they owe; ſome, 
upon their children vawly left. I am afraid there are few die 
well, that die in batt!« ; for how can they charitably diſpoſe 
of any thing, when blood is their argument? Now, if 15 
men do not die well, it will be a black matter for the King 
that led them to it, whom to diſobey were againſt all pro- 
portion of ſubjection. 

K. Henry. So, if a fon, that is ſent by his father about 
merchandiſe, do fall into ſome lewd action and milcarry, the 
imputation of his wickedneſs, by your rule, ſhould be im- 
* „ his father that ſent him; or if a ſervant, under 

is maſter's command tranſporting a ſum of money, be 
aſſail'd by robbers, and die in many irreconcil'd iniquities; 
you may call the buſineſs of the maſter the author of the 
ſervant's damnation, But this is not ſo: the King 1s not 
bound to anſwer the particular endings of his ſoldiers, the 
fathcr of his ſon, nor the maſter of his 33 for they pur- 
pole not their death, when they purpoſe their ſervices. Je- 
fides, there is no King, be his 098 gps ſo ſpotleſs, if it 
come to the arbitrement of ſwords, can try it out with all 
unſpotted ſoldiers ; ſome, peradventure, have on them the 
guilt of premeditated and contrived murder; ſome, of he. 
guiling virgins with the broken ſeals of perjury; ſome, 
making the wars their bulwark, that have before porecd the 


gentle boſom of Peace with pillage and robbery. New if 
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theſe men have defeated the law, and outrun native punifh- 
went, though they cup outſtrip men, they have no wings to 
fly from God. War is his beadle, war is his vengeance 
that here men are puniſhed for before-breach of the ay. 
laws, in the King's quarrel now: where they fuured the 
leath, they have borne life away; and where they would 
be ſale, they periſh. Then if they die unprovided, no more 
the King guilty of their damnation, than he was be tore 
ity of thoſe impieties for which they are now viſited, 
. ſubje &' duty is the King's, but every ſahject's foul 
b his Own. Therefore mould every ſoldier in tue wars do 
4 every ſick man in his bed, waſh every moth out pf his 
confcinuce ; and dying fo, death 15 to him advantage; or 
nat dying, the time was bleſfedly oſt, wherein ſuch prepa- 
ration was gained: and in him that eſcapes, it were not fin 
to think, that making God ſo free an ofter, he let him out- 
live that day to ſee his greatneſs, and to teach others how 
they (hould prepare. 

Will. "Tis certain that every man that dies ill, the ill is 
upon his own head, the King is not to anſwer for it. 

Ratci, 1 do not defire he ſhould anſwer for me, and yet 
determine to fight luſtily for him. 

5 they. I myſelf heard the king ſay, he would not be 
ranſom*d, 

ll. Ay, he ſaid ſo, to make us fight cheerfully ; but, 
when our throats are cut, he may be ranſom'd, and we ne'er 
the wiſer. | | 

* Henry, If I live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word 
after. 

Will. You pay him then; that's a perilous ſhot out of an 
elder-pun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can do 22 
8 monarch! You may as well go about to turn the ſun to 
ce, with fanning in his face with a peacock's feather. 
1d never trult his word after! Come, 'tis a fooliſh 

ying. | 

K. Henry. Your reproof is ſomething too round: I ſhould 

* anpry with you, if the time were convenient, 

Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live. 

K. Henry, I embrace it. 

Will. How ſhall I know thee again ? 

K. llexry. Give me any gage of thiue, and I will wear it 
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in my bonnet; then if ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge it, [ 
will make it my quarrel. 
Will. Here's my glove; give me another of thine, 
K. Henry. There. 

ll. This will Jalſo wear in my cap; if ever thou come 
to me and ſay, after to-morrow, This is my glove; by this 
hand, I will give thee a box on the car. 

K. Henry. If ever I live to fee it, I will challenge it, 

Will. Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd. 
K. Henry. Well, I will do it, though I take thee in the 
King's company. 

Will. Keep by word, fare thee well. 
Bates. Be friends, you Engliſh fools, be friends; we have 
French quarrels enow, if you could tell how to reckon, 
K. Henry. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French 
crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear thein on 
their ſhoulders : but it is no Exgliſb treaion to cut Fresch 
crowns, and to-morrow the King himſelf will be a clipper, 
[ Excunt ſoldiers 


Manent King Henry. 


Upon the King! let us our lives, our ſouls, 
Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and 
Our ſins, lay on the King; he muſt bear all. 

O hard condition, and twin-born with greatneſs, 
Subject to breath of ev'ry fool, whoſe ſenſe 

No more can feel but his own wringing. 

What infinite heart-eaſe muſt kings neglect, 
That private mcn enjoy! And what have kings, 
That privates have not too, fave Ceremony? 
Save general ceremony ? 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony? 

What kind of God art thou, that ſuffer'ſt more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy worſhippers ? 
What are thy rents? what are thy comings-in ? 
O Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth! 

What is thy ſoul, O Adoration? 

Art thou aught elſe but place, degree, and form, 
Creating awe and fear in other men? 

Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear'd, 
Than they in fearing. | 


Wha! 
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What drink it thou oft, inſtead of homage ſweet, 

ut poiſon'd flattery ? O be ſick, great Greatneſs, 
aud bid thy ceremony give thee cure. | 
Think'ſt thou the fiery fever will go out 

With titles blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

(znit thou, when thou command'ſ the beg gar's knee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream, 
That play'ſt ſo ſubtly with a King's repoſe ; 

lama King, that find thee ; and I know, 

Tis not the balm, the ſceptre, and the ball, 

The ſword, the mace, the crown imperial, 

The inter-tifſued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farſed title running fore the King, 

The throne he ſits on, nor the tide of pomp, 
That beats npon the high ſhore of this world ; 

No, nor all theſe thrice gorgeous ceremonies, 8 
Not all theſe, laid in bed majeſtical, 

Can ſleep ſo ſoundly as the wretched ſlave; 

Who, with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful bread, 
Never ſees horrid night, the child of hell, 

dat, like a lacquey, from the riſe to ſet, 

dweats in the eye of Phebus ; and all night 

dleeps in Elyfgum ; next day, after dawn, 

Doth riſe, and help Hyperion to his horſe ; 

And follows ſo the ever-running year 

With profitable labour to his grave: 

And, but for ceremony, ſuch a wretch, 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with ſleep, 
flath the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

[ie ſlave, a member of the country's peace, 

Enjoys it; but in groſs brain little wots 

"hat watch the King keeps to maintain the peace; 
Whoſe hours the peaſant beſt advantages. 


Enter Erpingham. 


Erp. My Lord, your nobles, jealous of your abſence, 
e through your camp to find you. 
N. Henry, Good old Knight, 
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Collect them all together at my tent: 
I'll be before thee. 5 

Erp. I ſhall do't, my Lord. 

K. Henry. O God of battles! fteel my ſoldiers hearts; 
Poſſeſs them not with fear; take from them now 
The tenſe of reck' ning; left th' oppoſed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day, O Lord, 
O not to-day,—thiak not upon the fault 
My father made in compaſſing the crown. 
I, Richard's body have interred new, 
And on it have beſtow'd more coatrite tears, 
Than from it iſſu'd forced drops of blood. 
Vive hundred poor I have in vearly pay, 
Who twice a Cay their wither'd hands hold up 
Tow'rd heav'n to pardon blocd; and 1 have built 
Two chauntries, where the ſad and ſclemn priefts 
Sing ſtill for Richard's ſoul. | More will I do; 
Though all that I can do is nothing worth, 
Since that my penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon. 


jy nn” 


— 


Ne. XIV.—-KING RICHARD III. 
AcrT I. Scene IV. The Tower, 
Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 


_ — 


W BRAKEN BURY. 
HY looks your Grace ſo heavily to-day ? 
Clar. O,T have paſs'd a miſerable night; 
So full of ugly ſights, of ghaſtly dreams, 
That as I am a Chriſtian faithful man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a night, 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days; 
So full of diſmal terror was the time. 
Brak. What was your dream, my Lord ? I pray you, tel 


me. 

Clar. Methought, that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy ; 
And in my company my brother G/o'fer, 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk. 


Upon 
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Upon the hatches. Thence we look'd tow'rd Englaxd, 
4nd cited up a thouſand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancafter, 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that GI ſer ſtumbled ; and in falling 
Struck me, that ſought to ſtay him, over-board, 
luto the tumbling billows of the main. 
Lord, Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful noiſe of waters in my ears! 
What ſights of ugly death withm mine cyes ! 
thought, 1 ſaw a thouſand fearful wrecks; 
A thouſand men that fiſhes gnaw'd upon; | 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
heſftimable ones, unvalued jewels. 
dome lay in dead men's ſkulls; and in thoſe holes, 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
1;'twere in ſcorn of eyes, refleQting gems; 
That woo'd the ſlimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcattered by. 
Brat. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of death 
To gaze upon the ſecrets of the deep ? 
Clar. Methought, I had; and often did I ftrive 
To yield the ghoſt; but ſtill the envious flood 
kept in my ſoul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wand'ring air, 
but ſmother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Viich almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſea. 
Brat. Awak'd you not with this ſore agony ? 
Clar. No, no, my dream was length'ned after life; 
V then began the tempeſt to my ſoul, 
| paſs'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim — which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 
The firſt that there did greet my ſtranger ſoul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Harwwici, 
Who cry'd aloud—What ſcourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford falſ: Clarence? 
And fo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by 
A ſhadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he ſhriek d out aloud —— 


Clarencs 
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Clarence is come, falſe, flecting, perjur'd Clarence, 7 
That ſtabb'd me in the field by Tractſhuey 3 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your totments! 5 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 1 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears [ 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noiſe | 
I, trembling, wak'd; and for a ſeaſon after [ 


Could not believe but that 1 was in hell: 
Such terrible impreſſion made my dream. 

Brack. No marvel, Lord, that it affrighted you; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. Ah! Brakenbury, I have done thoſe thing), _ 
That now give evidence againſt my ſoul, 
For Edward's ſake ; and, tee, how he requites mne 
O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdeeds, f 
Vet execute thy wrath on me alone: 


O, ſpare my guiltleſs wife, and my poor children . 
—] pr'ythee, Brakenbury, ſtay by me; "7 
My foul is heavy, and 1 fain would ſleep. 
Brak. I will, my Lord; God give your Grace good ref! 
Clarence . a 
Sorrow breaks ſeaſons, and repoſing hours, ; 
Makes the night morning, and the noontide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, ; 
An outward honour for an inward toll ; 2 
And for unfelt imaginations 
They often feel a world of reſtleſs cares: 
So that between their titles and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Enter the two Murderers. th 
1 il. Ho! who's there? | 
Brad. In God's name, what art thou? how cam'it tho: Wl ©" 
hither ? | 
2 Vil, I would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came hi 
on my legs. | wm 


Brak. What! ſo brief? 
1 il. Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious.— Let him ſce 
our commiſſion, and talk no more. T: 


Brak. ¶ Reads.) Ll am in this commanded to deliver n 
b 


ell 


thou 


ther 


1 fee 


The 
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The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 
| will not reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be pn of the meaning. 


There lies the Duke aſleep, and there the keys, 
Il to the King, and ſignify to him, 
That thus 1 have reſign'd to you my Charge. 

1 Jil. You may, Sir; 'tis a point of wiſdom. Fare you 
well. [ Exit Brakenbury. 

2 fil. What! ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps ? 

1 Vil, No; he'll fay 'twas done cowardly when he wakes. 

2 il. When he wakes! Why fool, he ſhall never wake 
until the great judgment-day. 

1 //ik Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb'd him ſleeping. 

2/7. The urging of that word, Judgment, hath bred a 
kind of remorſe in me. 

1/7. What! art thou afraid ? 

' 2 il, Not to kill him, having a warant for it: but to 
de damn'd for killing him, from the which no warrant 
can deſend me. 

1 Vil, I'll back to the Duke of Ger, and tell him ſo. 

2 Vil. Nay, pr'ythee, ſtay a little: J hope this holy hu- 
mour of mine will change; it was wont to hold me but 
#hile one would tell twenty. 

t i]. How doſt thou feel thyſelf now? 

2 Vil. Faith, ſome certain dregs of conſcience are yet 
thin me. 

1/7. Remember the reward, when the deed's done. 

2 i, Come, he dies. I had forgot the reward. 

1 Vil, Where's thy conſcience now ? 

2 Vil. C, ia the Duke of G1 er's purſe- 

104. When he opeus his purſe to give us our reward, 
thy conſcience flies ont. 

2 Fil. Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none will 
entertain it. 

1 il. What if it come to thee again? 

2/1. Il not meddie with it; it is a dangerous thing, it 
makes a man a coward : a man cannot ſteal, but it accuſeth 
kim; a man cannot ſvear, but it checks him; a man cannot 
with his neighbour's wife, but it detects him. Tis a 
bulking hame-fac'd ſpirit, that mutinies in a man's boſom : 
t hills one full of obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a purſe 

ot 
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of gold, that by chance I found. It beggars any man thy 
keeps it. It is turned out of towns and cities for a danger. 
ous thing; and every man that means to live well, endes. 
vours to truſt to himſelf, and live without it. 

1 7]. Tis even now at my elbow, perſuading me not tg 
kill the Duke. | 

2 Vil. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him not: 
he would infinuate with thee but to make thee ſigh. 

1 Vil. I am ftrong fram'd, he cannot prevail with me, 

2 Vil. Spoke ike a tall fellow that reſpects his reputs 
tion. Come, ſhall we fall to work ? 

1 Vil. Take him over the coſtard with the hilt of thy 
ſword ; and then throw him into the malmſey- butt, in the 
next room. 

2/11. O excellent deviſe !—and make a ſop of him. 

1 Vil. Soft, he wakes. Shall I ftrike ? 

2 Vil. No, we'll reaſon with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a cup of win, 

2 Vil. You ſhall have wine enough, my Lord, anon, 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou ? 

1 Vil. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

1 Vil. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 

1 Vil. My voice is now the King's, my looks mine ov, 

Cler. How darkly, and how deadly, doſt thou ſpeak! 
—Your eyes do menace me. Why look you pale? 
Who ſent you hither? wherefore do you come ? 

Both. To, to, to 

Clar. To murder me? 

Both. Ay, ay. 

Clar. Ve ſcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

1 Fil. Offended us you have not, but the King. 

C.ar. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 

2 Vil. Never, my Lord; therefore prepare to die. 

Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of mea, 
To ſlay the innocent? What's my ofence ? 

Where 1s the evidence that doth accuſe me ? 


What lawful queſt hath given their verdict up _ 
| n 
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Unto me frowning judge? or who pronounc'd 
Tic litter ſentence of poor Clarence death! 
befor: 1 he convict by courſe of law, 
Io threaten me with death is moſt unlawful. 
charge you, as you hope to have redemption, 
Thit you depart, and lay no hands on me: 5 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 
1 i]. What we will do, we do upon command. 
21]. And he that hath commanded, is our King. 
Clar. Erroneous vaſſals! the great King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, 
That Ten ſhalt do no murder. Will you then 
Fourn at his edict, and fultil a man's? 
lake keed ! for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
Jo hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
2 i]. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falſe forſwearing, and for murder too : 
Thou didſt receive the ſacrament, to fight 
H quarcel of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 
1 /i]. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Dit break that vow ; and with thy treach'rous blade 
Urrip'dit the bowels of thy Sovereign's ſon. 
//. Whom thou wert ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 
1/71, How canſt thou urge God's dreadful law to us, 
When thou haſt broke it in tuch high degree? 
Char. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed ? 
tor Edward, for my brother, for his ſake. 
He lends you not to murder me for this, 
For in that ſin he is as deep as I. 
I! God will be avenged for the deed, 
), know you yet, he doth it publicly. 
ae not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 
ie needs no indirect, nor lawleſs courſe, 
o cut off thoſe that have offended him. 
1/7]. Who made thee then a bloody miniſter, 
den allant, ſpringing, brave Plantagenet, 
int 5:1ncely novice, was ſtruck dead by thee ? 
Chr. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 
114, Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault, 
ke us hither now, to {laughter thee, 


Clar. 
110 
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Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me: M 
T am his brother, and I love him well. 0 
If you are hired for meed, go back again, (' 
And I will fend you to my brother 1 ok 4 
Who will reward you better for my life, 


Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
2 Vil. You are deceiv'd, your brother G ter hates you, 


Clar. Oh, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear. [1] 
Go you to him from me. | 
Both. Ay, ſo we will. * 
Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father Ver Of 


Bleſs'd his three ſons with his victorious arm, 
And charg'd us, from his ſoul, to love each other, 

Ile little thought of this divided friendſhip. | 
Bid Glier think on this, and he will weep. 


1 Fil. Ay, millftones; as he leſſon'd us to weep. by 
Clar. O do not ſlander him, for he is kind. 2 
1 Vil. As ſnow in harveſt. — You deceive yourſelf; Ta 
Tis he that ſends us to deſtroy you here. For 
Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune, | 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and ſwore with ſobs, =, 
That he would labour iny delivery. Til 
1 Vil. Why fo he doth, when he delivers you 0 
Fram this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. For 
2 Vil. Make peace with God, for you mull die, my MW 
Lord. 


Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your ſoul, 
To counſel me to make my peace with God; 
And are you yet to your own ſouls fo blind, 
That you will war with God, by moxd'ring me? 


O, Sirs, conſider, they that ſet you on 8 
To do this deer will hate vou for the deed. ( 
2 Vil. What ſhall we do? Fard 
Car. Relent, and fave your ſouls. This 
Which of you, if you were a prince's ſon, The 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now, And 
If two ſuch murderers as yourſelves came to you, The 
| Would not intreat for life? Ah! you would beg, And 
Were you in my diſtreſs His 
1 Vil, Relent! *Tis cowardly and womaniſh. An 
Clar. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, devilich. Like 


My 


my 
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My friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks : 
0, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me. 
4 begging Prince what beggar pities not? 
2 Vil. Look behind you, my Lord. 
1 /il, Take that, and that; if all this wall not do, 
[Sabi him. 
I drown you in the malmſy- butt within. [Exit. 
Vil. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatch'd. 
-How fain, like Pilate, would I waſh my hands 
Of this moſt grievous guilty murder ! 


Re-enter firſt Villain. 


117“. How now ? what mean'ſt thou, that thou help'ſt 
me not ? | 

By Heaven, the Duke ſhall know how ſlack you've been. 

2 Vil. I would he knew, that I had ſav'd his brother ! 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I ſay; 

for I repent me that the Duke is ſlain. [ Exit. 

1 Vil. So do net I. Go, coward as thou art. 

-Well, Il go hide the body in ſome hole, 

Till that the Duke give order for his burial ; 

And, when I have my meed, I muſt away; 

for this will out, and then I muſt not tay. [ Exit. 


1. 


— — 


Ne, XV KING HENRY VIII. 
Act III. ScgENRE II. Wolſey abc. 


8 Wor city. 

JO farewel to the little poo 1 von bear me. 
tarewel, a long farewel to all my g.catneis ! 

[his is the ſtate of man: To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hape; to-morrow bloſiors, 
And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon hun: 
the third day comes a froſt, a killing froſt; 

And when he thinks, good eaſy man, full ſurely 
His greatneſs is a ripening, nips his root; 

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
Ae lütle wanton boys that ſwim on bladders, 


N 2 Theſe 
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Theſe many ſummers in a ſea of glory, 
But far beyond my depth ; my . pride 
At leng.n broke under me, and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye! 
I feel my heart new open'd. Oh, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on Princes” favours! 
There 1s, betwixt that ſmile he would aſpire to, 
That ſu cet aſpect of Princes, and our ruin, 
More pangs and fears than war or women have; 
And; when he falls, he falls, like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 
Exter Cromwell, j/unding amazed. 

Why, tow now, Cromwell ? 

Crom. | have no power to ſneak, Sir. 

It ol. What! amaz'd 
At my misfortunes? Can thy ſpirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline? Nay, if you weep, 
| am fallen indeed. 

Crom. How does your Grace? 

Wl. Why well ; 
Never ſo truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
Know myſelf now, and I tecl within me 
peace above all earthly dignities; 


M ſtill and quiet conſcience. The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and from theſe ſhoulders, 


Theſe ruin'd pillurs, cnt of pity taken 

A load would fink a navy too much honour. 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromavell, 'tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 


Crom. I'm glad your Grace has made that right uſe of it 


Wl. I hope I have. Pm able now, methinks, 
Out of a {fortitude of ſoul I feel, 
"Vo endure more miſeries, and greater far, 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad? 
('rom. The heavieſt, and the worſt, 
Is your diſpleaſure with the King. 
Hel. God bleſs him! 


SO © wr < 
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Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is choſen 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

Mol. That's ſomewhat ſudden 
But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highneſs favour, and do juſtice 
For truth's ſake and his conſcience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his courſe, and ſleeps in bleſſings, 
May have a tomb of orphan's tears wept on him! 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome; 
Iiſtall'd Lord Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 

Mol. That's news, indeed. 

Crom. Laſt, that the Lady Anne, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open as his Queen, 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 

Mel. There was the weight that pull'd me down, O 

Cromwell, 

The King has gone beyond me; all my glories 
In that one woman I have loſt for ever. 
No ſun ſhall ever uſher forth my honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my ſmiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell; 
[am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and maſter. Seek the King. 
That ſun, I pray, may never ſet. I've told him 
What and how true thou art ; he will advance thee: 
dome little memory of me will ſtir him, 
I know his noble nature, not to let 
[hy hopeful ſervice periſh too. Good Crom:vell, 
Neglect him not; make uſe now, and provide 
kor thine own future ſafety. 

Crom. O, my Lord, 
Maſt 1 then leave you? mult I needs forego- 
do good, ſo noble, and ſo true a maſter ? 
Fear witneſs, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a ſorrow Cromwell leaves his Lord. 
The King ſhall have my ſervice ; but my prayers. 
for ever, and for ever, ſhall be yours. 

Wil. Cromavell, I did * think to ſhed a tear 

3 
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In all my miſeries: but thou haſt forc'd me, 
Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes, and thus far hear me, Crom:ve// ; 


And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, E 
And ſleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 

Of me muſt more be heard, ſay then, I taught thee; 

Say Molſay, that once trod the ways of glory, | 
And ſounded all the depths and ſhoals of honour, 

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to riſe in, 

A ſure and ſafe one, though thy maſter miſs'd it. M 
Mark but my fall, and that which ruin'd me. N 
Cremavell, 1 charge thee, fling away ambition: 80 
By that fin fell the angels: How can man then, 1 
Ihe image of his Maker, hope to win by 't? T 
! ove thyſelf laſt ; cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee ; N 
Corruption wins not more than honeſty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, ( 
% filence envious tongues. Be juſt, and fear not. , 


Let all the ends thou aim'ſt at be thy Country's, | 
Thy God's, and Truth's ; then, if thou fall'ſt, O Crom vel F 
Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed martyr. Serve the King; 
And—Pr'ythee, lead me in; 
There take an inventory of all I have; 
To the laſt penny, 'tis the King's. My robe, 
And my integrity to heaven, is all 
] dare now call mine own. O Cromavell, Cromwell, 
lad I but ferv'd my God with halt the zeal 
I ferv'd my . ke would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Cum. Good Sir, have patience. 

LI. $0 1 have. Farewel 

The hopes of Court! My hopes in heaven do dwell. 

; [ Exvunt 


md tees  a< tf..,” tow 
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No, XVI-KING HENRY VIIL 
AcT IV. ScENE II. EKimbolton. 


Enter Catharine Dowager, fick, led between Griffith, 
her Gentleman- Uſher, and Patience, her Woman, 


GRIFFITH. 
OW does your Grace ? 
Cath. O Griffith, fick to death: 
My legs, like loaded branches, bow to the earth, 
Willing to leave their burden: reach a chair; — 
do now, methinks, 1 feel a little eaſe, 
Didſt thou not tell me, Griff, as thou led'ſt me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolſey, 
Was dead ? | 
Griff. Yes, madam ; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you ſuffer'd, gave no ear to t. : g 
Cath. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he died; 
If well, he ſtepp'd before me, happily, 
For my example. 
Griff. Well, the voice goes, madam : 
For after the ſtout Earl Northumberland 
Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man ſorely tainted) to his anſwer, 
He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill, 
He could not fit his mule. 
Cath, Alas, poor man! 
Griff. At laſt, with eaſy roads, he came to Leiceſter, 
Lodge d in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words :—O father abbot, 
Ar old man, broken with the ſtorms of ſtate, 
I; come to lay his weary bones among ye; 
live him a little earth for charity l 
do went to-bed : where eagerly his ſickneſs 
Purſu'd him ſtill; and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight (which he himſelf 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and ſorrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
[iz bleſſed part to Heaven, and flept in peace. 
N 4 Cass. 
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Cath. So may he reſt, his faults lic gently on tim! 


Yet thus far, Gri/5th, give me leave to ſpeak hun, 
And yet with charity—he was a man | 
Of an undoubted ſtomach, ever ranking 
Himſelf with Princes; one, that by ſug geſtion 
Ty'd all the kingdom: ſimony was fair play; ; 
His own opinion was his law : 1 the preſence 
He would {ay untruths ; and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning : he was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promiſes were, as he then was, maghty 3 ; 
But his performance, as he now is, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Griff. Noble madam, 
Men's evil manners hve in braſs; their virtues 
We write in water. May it pleaſe your 1 
To hear me ſpenk his good now ? 

Cath. Ves. good Griffuh ; 
I were malicious elſe. 

Griff. his Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Rock, undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much honour. From his cradle 
He was a ſcholar, and a ripe and good one : 
Exceeding wie, fair ſpoken, and perſuading : 
Lofty, and ar to them that lov'd him not; 
But, to thoſe men that ſought him, {weet as ſummer, 
And though he were unſatisfy'd in getting, 
(Which was a ſin) yet in beſtow ing, Madam, 
He was moſt princ-ly : ever witnels for him 
Thoſe twins of learning, that he rais'd in you, 
Ipſwich and Oxtord ; one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to outlive the good he did it; 
'The other, though unf nith'd, yet fo famous, 
So excellent in art, and ſtill lo ring. 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he felt hiraſelf, 
Aud found the bleſſedneſs of being little: 
And, to add greiter honours to hts ag2 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 
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Cath. After my death I wiſh no other herald, 
No other ſpeaker of my living actions, 
To keep mine honour from corruption, 
But ſuch an honeſt chromicler as Gr/ Ah, 
Whom I moſt hated living, thou haſt made me, 
With thy religious truth and modeſty, 
Now in his aſhes honour : Peace he with him! — 
Patience, be ncar me ſtill ; and ſet me lower: 
| have not long to trouble thee. - GoOd Cr/fith, 
Cauſe the muſicians play me that ſad note 
[ nam'd my knell, whilil 1 fit meditating 
On that celeſtial harmony I go to. 


Sad and folemn Mis fr. 


Griff. She is aſleep. Good wench, let's ſit down quiet, 
For tear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Viſor. 


Cath. Spirits of peace, where are ye? Are ye gone? 
And leave me here in wretchednels behind ye ? 
Griff. Madam, we're here. 
Cath. It is not you I call for. 
dw ye none enter ſince J flept ? 
Griff, None, Mad. 
Cath. No! ſaw ye not e'en now a bleſſed troop 
Invite me to a banquet, whole bright faces 
Caſt thouſand beams upon me, like the ſun ? 
They promiſed me eternal happineſs, 
And brought me garlands, Grifi:h, which I feel 
am not worthy yet to wear. I ſhall afturecly. 
Grif, I am moſt joyful, Madam, ſuch good dreams 
Poſlets your fancy. 
Cath. Bid the muſic leave, 
"Tis harſh and heavy to me. [ Mufrc ceaſes: 
Pat. Do you note 
How much her Grace is alter'd on the ſudden ? 
How long her face is drawn? how pale ſhe looks, 
And of an earthly cold? Obſerve her eyes. 
Grif. She is going, wench. Pray, pray ——— 
Pat. Heaven comfort her! | 
N 5 Hue 
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Erter a Mefſenger. 
Me. An't like your Grace 


Cath. You are a ſaucy fellow. 
Deferve we no more reverence ? 

CGr:j7. You're to blame, 
Knowing ſhe will not loſe her wonted greatneſs, 
To uſe 10 rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. 

Mef. ¶ kneeling ] I humbly do intreat your Highneſs“ pardor; 
My haſte made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A gentleman fent from the King, to fee you. 

Cath. Admit him entrance, C,. But this fellow 


Let me ne'er ſee again. { Exit Meſſe» D 
. Ane 
Enter Capucius. Par 
If my fight fail not, Fot 
You ſhould be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, At 
My royal nephew; and your name Capricius, An 
Ca. Madam, the ſame, your ſervant. Th 
Cath. O my Lord, Ly 
The times and titles are now alter'd ſtrangely Th 
With me fince firſt you knew me. But, I pray you, At 
Wit is your pleaſure with me; If 
Ca. Noble Lady, Ar 
Firit mine own ſervice to your Grace; the next, n 
The King's requeſt that J would viſit you, by 
Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 4. 
Sends you his princely commendations, ot 
And heartily intreats you take good comfort. 1 
Ca:h. O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late; 
Tis like a pardon after execution. > 


hat gentle phyſic, given in time, had cur'd me; 
But now I'm paſt all comforts here, but prayers. 1 
How ces his Bighneſs? I 
Cap, Madam, mn good hcalth. ( 
Cath. So may ne ever do, and ever flouriſh j 
When Ii hall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banitd the kingdom! — Patience, is that letter, 
I caus'd you write, yet ſent away ? 
Pat. No, Madam. 
Cath. Sir, I moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This 0 my Lord the King. af 
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Cap. Moſt willing, Madam. 
Cath. In which I have commended to his goodneſs, 
The model of our chaite loves, his young daughter ; 
The dews of heaven fall thick in bleſſings on her ! 
B:ſeeching him to give her virtuous breeding, 

She's young, and of a noble modeſt nature; 

| hope, ſhe will deferve well) and a little 

To love her for her mother's fake, that lov'd him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 

|, that his noble Grace would have ſome pity 

Upon my wretched women, that fo * 

Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully; 

0f which there is not one, I dare avow, 

and now I ſhould not lye, but well deſerves, 

for virtue and true beauty of the ſoul, 

for honeſty and decent carriage, 

\ right good huſband ; let him be a noble; 

And, ſure, thoſe men are happy that ſhall have em 
The laſt 1s for my men ; they are the pooreſt, 

but poverty could never draw *em from me; 

bat they may have their wages duly paid 'em, 

kd ſomething over to remember me. 

H Heaven had pleas'd to've given me longer life, 

and able means, we had not parted. thus. 

Theſe are the whole contents. And, good my Lord, 
by that you love the deareſt in the world, 

you wiſh Chriſtian peace to ſouls departed, 

and theſe poor people's friend, and urge the King. 
todo me this laſt right. 

Cap. By Heaven, + wilt 

Ur let mc loſe the faſhion of a man ! 

Cath. I thank you, honeſt Lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his Highneſs ; 

and tell him his long trouble now is paſſing 

Cut of this world. Tell him, in death I bleſs'd him; 
tor ſo I will Mine eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
Lord - Griffith, farewel—— Nay, Patience, 
lou mul? not leave me yet. I. muſt to bed 

Call in more women—When I'm dead, good wench;, 
et me be uſed with honour; ſtrew me over 

ith maiden flowers, that all 8 world may know. 
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T was a chaſte wife to my grave; embalm me, 

'Then lay me forth. Although unqueen'd, yet like 

A Queen, and daughter to 4 Kin , Inter me. 

I £an no more 12 leading Catharine, 


ä — —_—— 
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No. XVII.— JULIUS CAS AR. 
Acr II. Scenes I. 


B B DBrvrTvs alone. 

OY ! Lucius Faſt aſleep. It is no matter; 
Enjoy the honey heavy due of ſlumber. ; 
Thou haſt no fgure:, nor no fantaſies, 

Which buſy care draws in the brains of men ; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt fo ſound. 


Euter Portia, 


Por. Brutus, my Lord! 
Bra. Portia, wha mean you? Wherefore riſe you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weal: condition to the raw cold morning. 
Por. Nor tor your's neither. You've ungently, Brutus, 
StoPn from my bed; and, yeſternight at ſupper, 
You iſuddcr.'v aroſe and walk'd about, 
Mating and ſighing with your arins acroſs ; 
And, when 1 aſc'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with vi gentle looks. 
T urgel you further; then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impaciently ſtan p'd with your foot: 
Yet l inſined; yet you 41.twer'd not; 
But with an angry wafture of your hand 
Gave ii th me to leave you; fo 1 did, 
Fearing  trengthen that impatience, 
Wu˖ich ce n'd too much inkindlea ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of hu.nour, 
Which ſometimes hath his hour with every man. 
It will nc: let you eat, nor talk, gor ileep ; 
And could it work 10 much upon your ſhape, 
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As it hath much prevaiPd on your condition, 
[ hould not know you, Brutus. Dear my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 
Bru, J am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wiſe; and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Bru. Why ſo I do. Good Portia, go to bed. 
Por. Is Brutus fick ? and is it phyſical 
To walk unbraced, and ſuck up the humours 
Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus fick ? \ 
And will he ſteal out of his wholeſome bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the __ 
And tempt the rheamy and unpurged air 
To add unto his ſickneſs? No, my Brutus, 
You have ſome fick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
l ought to know of: and, upon my knees, 
| charm you, by my once-commended beauty, 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, yourſelf, your half, 
Why you are heavy, and what men to-night 
Have had reſort to you; for here have been 
Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Eren from darkneſs, 
Bri, Kaeel not, gentle Portia. 
Por. 1 ſhould not need, if you were gentle, Brutus. 
Vithin the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 
That appertain to you? Am I yourſelf 
But, as it were, in ſort or limitation, 
Io keep with you at meals, conſort your bed, 
And talk to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but iu the ſuburbs 
Of your good pleaſure? If it be no more, 
Then am I Brutus? harlot, not his wife. 
Bru. You are my true and honourable wife; 
dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That vifit my ſad heart. 
Per, If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. 
I orant, I am a woman; but, withal, 
4 woman that Lord Brutus took to wife; 
J grant, 
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I grant, I am a woman, but, withal, 
A woman well reputed Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my ſex, 
Being ſo father'd, and ſo huſbanded ? 
Tell me your counſels, I will not diſcloſe them: 
I have made ſtrong proot of my conſtancy, 
Giving myſelf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patienee, 
And not my huſband's ſecrets ? | 
' Bru. O ye Gods! 
Render me worthy of this noble wife. Nrn. 
Hark, hark, one knocks ! Por:ia, go in awhile; 
And, by and by, thy boſom hall partake 
The ſecrets of my heart. 
All my engagements I will conſtrue to thee, 
All the charactery of my ſad brows.— 
Leave me with haſte, [ Exit Portia, 


No. XVHI—]JULIUS CESAR. 
Ac III. ScENE II. The Forum. 


Enter Brutus, and mounts the Roſtra; Caſſius with 
the Pleberans, 


Plebei aus. 
\ y E will be ſatisfied. Let us be ſatisfied. 


Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friend:, 
Caſſius, go you into the other ſtreet, 
And part the numbers. 
Thoſe that will hear me ſpeak, let 'em ſtay here; 
Thoſe that will follow Ca/ius, go with him; 
And public reaſons ſhall be rendered 
Of Cz/ar's death. 

1 Pleb. I will hear Brutus ſpeak, 

2 Pleb. I will hear Cefius, and compare their reaſont, 
When ſeverally we hear them rendered. 

[ Exit: Caſhus, with feme of the Plebciati 
3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is aſcended, Silence! 
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Bru. Be patient till the laſt. 

Romans, Countrymen, and Lovers! hear me for my 
cauſe; and be ſilent, that you may hear. Believe me for 
mine honour, and have reſpect to mine honour, that you 
may believe. Cenſure me in your wiſdom, and awake your 
ſenſes, that you may the better judge. If there be any in 
this aſſembly, any dear friend of Ce/ar's, to him I ſay, that 
Brutus's love to Cæſar was no leſs than his. If then that 
friend demand, why Brutus roſe againſt Cæſar, this is my 
anſwer: Not that I loved Cæſar leſs, but that I loved 
lame more. Had you rather Cæſar were living, and die all 
ſaves, than that Cz/ar were dead, to live all tree men? As 
Cz/ar loved me, I weep for him; as he was fortunate, I re- 
joice at it; as he was valiant, I honour him; but as he was 
ambitious, I flew him. There are tears for his love, joy 
for his fortune, honour for his valour, and death for his 
ambition, 

Who is here ſo baſe, that would be a bond-man ? 

If any, ſpeak ; for him have I offended. 

Who is here ſo rude, that would not be a Roman? 
If any, ſpeak ; for him have I offended. 

Who is here ſo vile, that will not love his country ? 
f any, ſpeak ; for him have I offended. 

| pauſe for a reply. 

All. None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. 

[ have done no more to Ce/ar, than you ſhall do to Bru- 
. The queſtion of his death is inroll'd in the Capitol; 
his glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his 
offences enforced, for which he ſuffered death. 


Enter Mark Antony <vith Cæſar's body. 


Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony ; who, 
though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the bene- 
ht of his dying, a place in the commonwealth ; as which of 
vou ſhall not? With this I depart, that, as I ſlew my beſt 
lover for the good of Rome, I have the ſame dagger for my- 
ſelf, when it ſhall pleaſe my country to need my death. 

All. Live, Brutus, live! live! | 

1 Pleb. Bring him with triumph home unto his houſe, 

2 Pl:b, Give him a ſtatue with his anceſtors. 

3 Plih. 
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3 Plebò. Let him be Cæſar. 
4 Pleb. Cæſar's better parts 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus. 
1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houſe: 
With ſhouts and clamours. 
Bru. My countrymen —— 
2 Pleb. Peace! filence! Brutus ſpeaks. 
1 Pleb. Peace, ho! 
Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And, for my ſake, ftay here with Antony ; 
Do grace to Cæſar's corpſe, and grace his ſpeech 
Tending to Cæſar's glorics ; which Mark Antony, 
By our permiſſion, is allow'd to make. 
I do intreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have 2 [ Exit, 
1 Pleb. Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark Antony, 
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the public chair, 
We'll hear. him. Noble Antony, go up. 
Ant. For Brutus ſake, I am beholden to you. 
4 Pleb. What does he ſay of Brutus / 
3 Pl:b. He ſays, for Brutus ſake 
He finds himſelf beholden to us all. 
4 Pl:b. Twere beſt he ſpeak no harm of Brwas here. 
1 Pleb. This Cæſar was a tyrant. 
3 Pleb. Nay, that's certain. 
We are bleſt that Rome is rid of him. 
2 Pleb. Peace! let us hear what Antony can ſay. 
Ant. You gentle Romans 
All. Peace, ho! let us hear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your ears, 
I come to bury Cæſar, not to praiſe him. 
'The evil, that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones 
So let it be with Cz/ar ! Noble Brutus 
Hath told you Cz/ar was ambitious ; 
If it were ſo, it was a grievous fault, 
And grievonſly hath Cæſar anſwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 
For Brutus is an honourable man, 
So are they all, all honourable men, 
Come I to ſpeak in Ce/ar's funeral, 
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he was my friend, faithful and juſt to me: 
Put Brutus ſays he was ambitious 5 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
\hoſe ranſoms did the general cofters fill. 
Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitious? 
When that the poor have cried, Cæſar hath wept; 
Ambition ſhouid be made of ſterner ſtuff; 
Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did ſee, that on the Lupercal 
| thrice preſented him a kingiy crown, 
Which he did thrice refuſc. V as this ambition r 
Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitious ; 
And, ſure, he is an honourable man. 
| ſpeak not to di prove what Bu poke; 
lut here I am to ſpcak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe : 
Maat cauſe withho1:is you then to mou for him? 
judgment! thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, 
and men have loft heir reaſon, Bear with me: 
My *.art is in the cotin there with Cæſar, 
and i mult pauſ till it comes back to me. 
leb. Methinks, there is much reaton in his ſayings. 
It thou conſider rightiy of the matter, 
Cc er has had great wrong. 
3 Pleb, ius he, maſters? I fear there will a worſe come 
in his place. 
4 Feb. Mark'd ye his words? He would not take the 
crown; 
Tterefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
1 Piel. If it be found ſo, ſome will dear abide it. 
2 Pig. Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 
3 Plcb. There's not a nobler man in Rome than Antony. 
4 Pleb. Now, mark him, he begins to ſpeak. 
Ant, But yeſterday the word of Cgſar might 
Have flood againit the world; now lies he there, 
nd none ſo poor to do him reverence. 
VU nafters! if 1 were diſpos'd to ſtir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
| ould do Brutus wrong, and Caffius wrong, 
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Who, you all know, are honourable men. 1 
I will not do them wrong : I rather chooſe 1 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myſelf and you, F 
Than I would wrong ſuch honourable men. F 
But here's a parchment with the ſeal of Ca/ar: F 
I found it in his cloſet ; 'tis his will. Yo! 
Let but the Commons hear this teſtament, Th 
Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read, I. 
And they would go ani kiſs dead Cæſar's wounds, Th 
And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood ; Lot 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, dee 
And dying, mention it within their wills, Th 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy An 
Unto their iſſue. Ma 
4. Pleb. We'll hear the will; read it, Mark Antony. hs 
All. The will! the will! We will hear Cæſar's will! If 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends! I muſt not read it; fo 
It is not meet you know how Cæſar lov'd you. Juc 
. You are not wood, you are nat ſtones, but men; Th 
And, being men, hearing the will of Cæſur, fo 
It will inflame yoy, it-will make you mad. Ing 
"Tis good you know not that you are his heirs; 0 
For, if- you ſhould, O what would come of it! Ar 
4 Pleb. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony : Li 
You ſhall read us the will; Cz/ar's will! W. 
Ant. Will you be patient? will you ſtay awhile? 0 

I have o'erſhot myſelf, to tell you of it. Tl 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men | W 
Whoſe daggers have ſtabb'd Cæſar. I do fear it. 0, 
4 Pleb. They were traitors, Honourable men Ti 
All. The will ! the teſtament ! 0 


2 Pleb. They were villains, murderers. The will! N. 
the will ! | 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the will! 
Then make a ring about the corpſe of Cæſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the will. 
Shall I deſcend ? and will you give me leave? 
All. Come down, * | 
2 Pleb. Deſcend. [ He comes down from the puipit 
3 Pleb. You thall have leave. b 
4 Pleb. A ring! Stand round! 
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1 Pl-b. Stand from the hearſe, ſtand from the body. 
2 Pleb. Room for Antony moſt noble Antony / 
Art. Nay, preſs not ſo upon me; ſtand fas off. 
All. Stand back! room! bear back! 
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this mantle. I remember, 
The firſt time ever Cæſar put it on, 
Twas M a ſummer's evening in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii. 
Look! in this place ran Caſſius dagger through; 
dee, what a rent the envious Caſca made! 
Through this the well-beloved &rutus ſtabb'd ; 
And, as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark, how the blood of Ce/ar followed it! 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be reſolv'd 
If Brutus ſo unkindly knock'd, or no. 
For Brutus, as you know, was Ce/ar's angel; 
judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Cæſar lov'd him. 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all: 
for when the noble Cæſar ſaw him ftab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traitors' arms, 
ite vanquiſh'd him; then burſt his mighty heart: 
And, in his mantle.muMing up his face, 
Eren at the baſe of Pompey's ſtatue, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Cæſar fell. - 
0 what a fall was there, my countrymen ! e 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down: 
Whilſt bloody treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
0, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity : theſe are'gracious drops. 
kind ſouls ! what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Cæſur's veſture wounded ? Look you here! 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you ſee, by traitors. 
i P[:b. O piteous ſpectacle ! 
2 Pleb. O noble Cæſar ! 
3 Pleb. O woeful day! 
4 Pleb. O traitors! villains! 
1 Plcb. O molt bloody fight! 
2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd! Revenge! About—ſeck— 
burn — fire — kill ſlay! let not a traitor live. 
Ant? Stay, countrymen — 
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1 Pleb. Peace there. Hear the noble Antony. 
2 Pleb. We'll hear him; we'll follow him; we'll die yt 
hum. 
Ant. Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not ſtir you w 

To ſuch a ſudden flood of mutiny : ; 

They that have done this deed are honourable, 

What private griefs they have, alas! I know not, 

That made them do it; they are wiſe and honouralle, 

And will, no doubt, with reaſons anſwer you. 

I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts: 

Jam no orator, as Brutus is, 

But, as you know me all, a plain, blunt man, 

That love my friend; and that they know full wel} 

That give me public leave to ſpeak of him; 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of ſpeecii, 

To ſtir men's blood ; I only ſpeak 4 2 on. 

I tell you that which you yourſelves do know; 

She you ſweet Cæſar's wounds, poor, poor, dumb mouth! 

And bid them ſpeak for me. But were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 

Would ruffle up your ſpirits, and put a tongue C 

In every wound of Cz/ar, that ſhonld move 

'The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny, 

All. We'll mutiny 
1 P/:b, We'll burn the houſe of Brulus. 

3 Pleb. Away then! Come, ſeek the conſpirators 
Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me ſpeak. 
All. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, moſt noble Antony! 

Ant. Why, friends, you go to.do you know nct What. 

Wherein hath Cz/ar thus deſer vH your loves ? 

Alas, you know not. I muſt tell you then. 

You have forgot the will I told you. of. : 
All. Moſt true —the wil—Let's ſtay and hear the wil, 
Ant. Here is the will, and under Cæſar's ſeal. 

To every Roman citizen he gives, | 

To every ſeveral man, ſeventy-five drachmas. 

2 Pleb. Moſt noble Cz/ar ! We'll revenge his death. 
3 Pleb. O royal Cefar / g 
Ant. Hear me with patience. lo 


A. Peace, ho! Ur, 
Ant, 
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i private arbours, and new planted orchards, 

n that ſide Ter, he hath left them you, 

ind to your heirs for ever; common pleaſures, 

lo walk abroad, and recreate yourſelves. 

Here was a Car! When comes ſuch another? 

i P[cb, Never, never | Come, away, away! 

e'll burn his body in the holy place, 

ad with the brands fire all the traitors) houſes ! 

Jake up the body. 

2 Pleb, Go, fetch fire! 

Piel. Pluck down benches ! 

leb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing! 
[ Exennt Plebeians wwith the Body. 

Ant. Now let it work. Miſchief, thou art a foot; 

Ake thou what courie thou wilt! 


8 


A 
No. XIX. - JULIUS CZSAR. 


er IV. Scene III. The inſide of Brutus's Tent. 
Brutus and Caſſius. 


Cassius. 
HAT you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this, 
'0u have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 
tor taking bribes here of the Sardrans ; 
herein my letter, praying on his fide, 
lecauſe I knew the man, was ſtighted off. 
Bru. You wrong'd yourſelf to write in ſuch a caſe. 
Ca/. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet 
nat every nice offence ſhould bear its comment, 
Eru, Let me tell you, Caſſius, you yourſelf 
e much condemn'd to have an itching palm 
lotell, and mart your offices for gold, 
lo undeſervers. 
Co. I an ntching palm? 
Toy ow that you are Brutus, that ſpeak this; 
vr, by the Gods, this ſpeech were elle your laſt. 


* 


Bru. 
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Bru. The name of Caſſius honours this corruption, 
And chaſtiſement doth therefore hide its head. 
Ca/. Chaſtiſement ! — 
Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remember! 
Did not great Julius bleed for juſtice ſake ? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
And not for juſtice ? What! ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers—ſhall we now _ 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes ; 
And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large honours 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus 
T had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
Than ſuch a Roman. 
Caf. Brutus, bait not me; 
I'll not endure it. You forget yourſelf, 
To edge me in. I am a ſoldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourſelf 
To make conditions. 
Bru. Go, to; you are not Caſfus. 
Caf. I am. 
Bru. I ſay, you are not. 
Caj. Urge me no more; I ſhall forget myſelf -—- 
Have mind upon your health—tempt me no farther, 
Bru. Away, ſight man! 
Caf. Io't poſſible '————— 
Bru. Hear me, for I will ſpeak ; 
Muſt I give way and room to your raſh choler ? 
Shall I he frighted, when a madman ſtarcs ? 
Ca. O Gods! ye gods! muſt I endure all this? 
Bru. All this! ay, more. Fret, till your proud heart 
breaks ; 
Go, ſhew your ſlaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Mult 1 budge? 
Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt J ſtand and crouch 
Under your teſty humov: ? By the Gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the venom of your ſpleen, 
Though it do ſplit you for, from this day forth, 
PII uſe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waſpiſh. 
Caf. Is it come to this? 


B 54. 


eart 
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Bru. You ſay, you are a better ſoldier: 
let it appear ſo; make your vaunting true, 
4nd it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
{ hall be glad to learn of noble men. 
Caſ. You wrong me every way—you wrong me, Brutus : 
[ aid, an elder ſoldier ; not a better. 
Did I fay better? — | 
Bru. If you did, I care not. 
Ca. When Cz/ar liv'd, he durſt not thus have mov'd me. 
Bru. Peace, peace! you durſt not ſo have tempted him. 
C:/. durſt not: 
Bru. No. 
Caſ. What! durſt not tempt him ? 
Bru. For your life you durſt not. 
Ca. Do not preſume too much upon my love; 
[nay do that I ſhall be ſorry for. 
Bra. You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for. 
There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats; 
for Jam arm'd ſo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me as the idle wind,“ 
Which I reſpet not. I did ſend to you 
for certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me; 
or I can raiſe no money by vile means; 
by Heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
ind drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
from the hard hands of peaſants their vile trafl;, 
by anv indirection. I did ſend 
Ts you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you deny'd me. Was that done like Caſſius ? 
mould J have anſwer'd Caizs Caſſius ſo? 
hen Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous 
Io lock {uch raſcal counters from his friends, 
le ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts; 
Vat him to pieces. 
CY deny'd you not. 
ru. You did. 35 
Ca, 1 did not: —he was but a fool 
That brought my anſwer back. Hrutus hath riv'd my heart: 
friend ſhould bear his friend's infirmities; 
lat Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
&ry, I do not, till you practiſe them on me. 


Caſ. 
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Caſ. You love me not. 

Bra. I do not like your faults. 

Caf. A friendly eye could never fee ſuch faults, 
Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, though they do appear 


As huge a5 high Olympus. ay 
Caſ. Come, Antony, and young Ofawius, come; ; 
Revenge yourſelves alone on Caſs, F 
For Ca/fus is a weary of the world: 
Hated by one he loves; brav'd by his brother ; 
Check'd like a bondman; all his faults obſerv'd, ( 
Set in a note-book, l-arn'd and conn'd by rote, If 
To caſt into my teeth. O, I could weep ; 
My ſpirit from mine eyes! There is my dagger, ( 
And here my naked breait ; within, a heart 1 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold. ( 
If thou be'ſt a Roman, rake it fort : 0; 
T, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart: Uo 
Strike, as thou didſt at Cæſar for, I know, J 
When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou lov'dit him better * 
Than ever thou lov'dſt Ca/tus. 2 

Bru. Sheath your dagger: Th 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope ; | " 
Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour, ( 
O Ca/ius, yeu are yoked with a lamb, } 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire; ( 
Who, much enforced, ſhews a haſty ſpark, ] 


Ani ftraight is cold again. 

Caf. Hath C:fius lived * 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-tempered, vexeth him? 

Bru. When I ſpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 


C Do 7 confeſs ſo much? Give me your hand 

Bru. And my heart too! [ Embracing. 

Caſ. O Brutus! () 

Bru. What's the matter? 

Ca/. Have you not love enough to bear with me, Rot 
When that raſh humour, which my mother gave me, Inf 
Makes me forgetful ? Wh 

Bru. Yes, Caffius ; and from henceforth, Ya 
When you are over-earneſt with your Brutus, Th 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you ſo. lo 


Later 
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Enter Lucilius and Titinius. 


Bru. Lucinius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 
Caf. And come yourſelves, and bring Maſala with you, 
Immediately to us. [ Exeunt Lucilius 22 Titinius. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. $3 FF 
Caf. I did not think you could have been ſo angry. 
Bru, O Caſſius, I am ſick of many griefs. 
Ca/. Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 
Bru, No man bears ſorrow better. Partia's dead. 
Ca/. Ha! Portia ! | 
Bru. She is dead. 
Caf. How 'ſcap'd J killing, when I crofſs'd you fo# 
0 inſupportable and touching loſs ! 
Upon what ſickneſs ? 
Bru. Impatient of my abſence ; 
Ard grief that young Odavius, with Mark Antony, 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong (for with her death 
That tidings came); with this ſhe fell diſtract, 
And, her attendants abſent, ſwallow'd fire. 
CA, And dy'd ſo? 
Bru. Even ſo, 
Caf. O ye immortal Gods! 
Bru. Speak no more of her. 


oO © IT _— — 
Dm. . 


Ne. XX. —TIMON OF ATHENS. 
Acr. IV. SckNE III. The Words. 


Euter I imon. 


0 Timon. 

Bleſſed, breeding Sun, draw from the earth 

kotten humidity ; below thy ſiſter's orb 

Infet the air. Twinn'd brothers of one womb, 

Whoſe procreation, refidence, and birth, 

Narce is dividant, touch with ſeveral fortunes ; 

[be greater ſcorns the lefler. Not even nature, 

To whom all ſores lay fiege, can bear great foruine 
O 


Bn: 
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But by contempt of nature. 
Raiſe me this beggar, and denude that lord; 
The ſenator Mall bear contempt hereditary, 
The beggar native honour, 
It is the paſtor lards the brother's ſides, 
The want that makes him leave. Who dares, who dare, 
In purity of manhood ſtand upright, 
And ſay, this man's a flatterer? If one be, 
So are they all; for every greeze of fortune 
Is ſmooth'd by that below. The learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool. All is oblique ; 
There's nothing level in our curſed natures, 
But direct villainy. Therefore be abhorr'd, 
All feaſts, ſocieties, and throngs of men! 
His ſemblable, yea, %,, Timen diſdains. 
Deſtruction fang mankind !—Earth, yield me roots! 
[ Digging the earth, 
Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſauce his palate 
With thy moſt operant poiſon ! 
What's here? Gold? Ycllow, glittering, precious gold! 
No, Gods, I ain no idle votariſt. 
Roots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much | 
Of this will make black, white; fair, foul ; wrong, night; 
Baſe, noble; old, young; coward, valiant. 
You Gods! Why, this— What! this, you Gods? -h, 
this 
Will lug your prieſts and ſervants from your ſides ; 
Pluck ſtout men's pillows from below their heads. 
This yellow ſlave 
Will knit and break religions; bleſs th' accurs'd ; 
Make the hoar leproſy ador'd ; place thieves, 
And give them title, brave; and approbation, 
With ſenators on the bench: this 15 it, 
That makes the wappen'd widow wed again; 
She whom the ſpital-houſe, and ulcerous ſores, 
Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 
To th' April day again, Come, damned earth! 
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'ſt odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. March afar F.] Ha! a drum? 
; — | hOU ö 
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Thou'rt quick, 

But yet I'll bury thee. Thou'lt go, ſtrong thief, 

Wher gouty keepers of thee cannot land. 

Jay, ftay thou out for earneſt. [ Keeping ſome gold, 


Enter Alcibiades, avith drum and fit in warlike manner, and 
Phrynia and Timandra. 


Ale. What art thou there? Speak. 
Tim. A beaſt, as thou art. Caakers gnaw thy heart, 
For ſhewing me again the eyes of man! 
Alc. What is thy name? Is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thyſelf a man ? 
Bim. Lam Miſanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 
That ! might love thee ſomething. 
Aic. I know thee well; 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange. 
Jim. I know thee too, and more than that I know thee, 
not deſire to know. Follow thy drum; 
With man's blood paint the ground. Gules ! gules ! 
Religious canons, civil laws, are cruel; 
Then what thould war be? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more deſtruction than thy ſword, 
For all her cherubin look. 
Phry. Thy lips rot off! 
Tim. I will not kiſs the; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 
Ale. How came the noble Ton to this change? 
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew I could not, like the moon; 
There were no ſuns to borrow or. 
Air, Noble Timon, what friendſhip may I do thee? 
Jin. None, but to maintain my opinion. 
Ale, What is it, Timon ? 
Im. Promiſe me friendſhip, but perform none. 
if thou wilt not promiſe, the gods plague thee, 
For thou art a man; if thou Got perſerm, 
Confound thee, for thou art a man! 
Ale. J have heard in ſome ſort of thy miſeries. 
Jin. Thou ſaw'ſt them when I had proſperity. 
Alc, I ſec them now; then was a bleſſed time. 


O 2 Tim, 
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Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 
Timan. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd ſo regardfully ? 
Ii. Art thou 7imanara ? 
Timan. Yes. 

Tin. Be a whore ſtill. They love thee not that uſe thee, 

Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee their luſt; 

Make uſe of thy ſalt hours, ſeaſon the ſlaves 

For tubs and baths, bring down the roſe-cheek'd youth 

To th' tub-faſt, and the diet. 

Timan. Hang thee, monſter ! 
Alc. Pardon him, ſweet Timandra, for his wits 

Are drown'd, and loſt in his calamities. 

—] have but little gold of late, brave 77mon ; 

The want whereof doth daily make revolt 

In my penurious band. I heard and griev'd 

How curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, 

But for thy ſword and fortune, trod upon them — 
Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Alc. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear 7; mon. 

Tim. How doſt thou pity him, whom thou doſt trouble? 

I'd rather be alone. 

Alc. Why, fare thee well. 
Here's gold for thee. 
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eit it. 
Alc. When ] have laid proud At eus on a heap— 
Tim. Warr'ſt thou *gainſt Athens ? 
Alc. Ay, Timon, and have cauſe, 
Zim. The gods confound them all then in thy conquel, 

And after, thee, when thou haſt conquered ! 
Alc. Why me, Timon? 

Tim. That Hy killing of villains thou waſt born to con- 
quer my country. 

Put up thy gold. Go on— Here's gold—Go on; 

Be as a planetary pl:.cue, when Fowe | 

Will o'er ſome high-vic'd city hang his poiſon 

In the ſick air. Het not thy ſword ſkip one, 

Pity not honour'd Age for his white beard ; 

He is an uſurer, Strike me the counterfeit matron 

It is her habit only that is honett; 
Herſelf's 


e, 
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Herſelf's a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe milk-paps, 
That through the window-barn bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ ; 
det them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from fools exhauft their mercy ; 
Think it a baſtard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it fans remorſe. Swear againſt objects, 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor fight of prieſt in holy veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jut. There's gold to pay thy foldiers. 
Make large confuſion ; and, thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thyſelf ! Speak not, be gone. 
Alc. Haſt thou gold yet? 
Pl take the gold . iv'ſt me, not thy counſel. 
Tim. Doft thou, or doſt thou not, Heaven's curſe upon thee ! 
Both. Give us ſome gold, Timon. Haſt thou more? 
Tim. Enough to make a whore forſwear her trade, 
And to make whores a bawd. Hold up, you ſluts, 
Your aprons mountant ; you're not othable, 
Although 1 know you'll ſwear, terribly ſwear, 
lato ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly agues, 
The immortal Gods that hear you. Spare your oaths : 
Jil truſt to your conditions. Be whores ſtill. 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
be ſtrong in whore, allure him, burn him up; 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoak, 
And be no turncoats. Yet may your pains 
du months be quite contrary : and thatch 
Your poor thin roofs with burdens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd, no matter) 
Wear them, betray with them, and whore on ſtill ; 
Paint till a horſe may mire upon your face; 
A pox of wrinkles! - 
Both, Well, more gold — what then? 
believe that we'll do any thing for gold, 
Tin, Conſumptions ſow | 
In hollow bones of men; ftrike the ſharp ſhins, 


O 3 Aad 
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And marr men's ſpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
'That he may never more falſe title plead, 
Nor ſound his quillets ſhrilly : hoar the flamen, 
That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 
And not believes himſelf : down witk the noſe, 
Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that, his particular to foreſee, 
Smells from the general weal : make curl-pate ruffians bald; 
And let the unſcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive ſome pain from you. Plague all; 
That your adivity may defeat — quell 
The ſource of all erection.— There's more gold: 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all! 

Both. More counſel with more money, bounteous Timur, 

Tim. More whore, more miſchief firſt, I've given you 

earneſt. 

Ale. Strike up the drums towards 4:hens. Farewel, Tinn; 
If I thrive well, Pl viſit thee again, 

Zim. If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee mere. 

Alc. I never did thee harm, 

Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 

Alc. Call'ft thou that harm? 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence, Away, 
And take thy beagles with thee, 

Alc. We but offend him. Strike. 

[Drum beats, Exeunt Alcib. Phrynia, and Timandr, 
Tim. [ Digging. ] That nature being ſick of man's un- 
kindneſs, 

Should yet be hungry! Common mother, thou 
Whole womb unmeaſurable and infinite breaſt 
Teems, and feeds all; whoſe ſelf-ſame mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft, 
Engenders the black toad and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm, 
With all the abhorred births below criſp heaven, 
Whereon Hyperion*s quickening fire doth ſhine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human ſons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root ! 
Enfear thy fertile and conceptious womb ; 


Let 
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et it no more bring out ingrateful man: 

great with tygers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 
Ha to the marbled manſion all above 

Never preſented—O, a root—Dear thanks! 

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas, 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquoriſh draughts, 
And morſels unctuous, greaſes his pure mind, 

That from it all confideration ſlips. 


* 


Enter Apemantus. 


More man! Plague ! plague! 

Adem. I was directed hither. Men report 

Thou doſt affect my manners, and doſt uſe them. 

im. Tis then becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 

Whom I would imitate. Conſumption catch thee ! 
Adem. This is in thee a nature but affected, 

A poor unmanly melancholy, ſprung 

From change of fortune. Why this ſpade ? this place ? 

This ſlave-Iike habit, and theſe looks of care? 

Thy flatterers yet wear filk, drink wine, lie ſoft ; 

Hug their diſeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 

That ever Zimon was. Shame not theſe woods, 

By putting on the cunning of a carper. 

be thou a flatterer now, and ſeek to thrive 

By that which has undone thee; hinge thy Enee, 

And let his very breath, whom thou 't obſerve, 

Blow off thy cap ; praiſe his moſt vicious ſtrain, 

And call it excellent. Thou waſt told thus; 

Thou gav'ſt thine ears (like tapſters, that hid welcome) 

To knaves and all approachers: 'tis moſt juſt 

That thou turn raſcal. Hadſt thou wealth again, 

Raſcals ſhould have t. Do not aſſume my likeneſs, 
Tim, Were I like thee, I'd throw away myſelf. 
Adem. Thou'ſt caſt away thyſelf, being like thyſelf, 

80 long a madman, now a fool. What think'ſt thou, 

That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 

Will put thy ſhirt on warm ? Will theſe moiſt trees, 

That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 

Aud Kip when thou roint f out? WII the cold brook, 

O 4 Candied 
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Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning tafte, 
To cure thy o'er-night's ſurfeit ? Call the creatures, 
Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpight 

Of wreakful heaven, whoſe bare unhdulsd 
To the conflicting elements expos'd, 
Anſwer mere nature; bid them flatter thee ; 


trunks, 


Oh! thou ſhalt find 
Tim. A fool of thee ; depart. | 
Atem. I love thee better now than e'er I did. 
Tim. I hate thee worſe, | 
Apem. Why? 

Tim. Thou flatt'reſt miſery. 

Apem. I flatter not; but ſay, thou art a caĩtiff. 

im. Why doſt thou ſcek me out? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 

Doſt pleaſe thyſelf in't ? 

Apem. Ay. 

im. What! a knave too? 

Apem. If thou didſt put this ſour cold habit on 
To caſtigate thy pride, twere well; but thon 
Doft it enforcedly : thou'dit courtier be, 

Wert thou not beggar. Willing miſery 

Outlives incertain pomp ; is crown'd before ; 

The one is filling fil, never complete ; 

The other, at high wiſh. Beit ſtates, contentleſs, 

Have a diſtracted and moſt wretched being; 

Worſe than the worſt, content. 

"Thou ſhould'ſt deſire to die, being miſerable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable, 

Thou art a ſlave, whom fortune's tender arm 

With favour never claſp'd ; but bred a dog. 


Hadſt thou, like us from our firſt ſwath, proceeded 
"Through ſweet degrees that this brief world affords, 


To ſuch as may the paſſive drugs of it 


Freely command, thqu wouldſt have plung'd thyſelf 


In general riot, melted down thy youth 

In different beds of huſt, and never learn'd 
The icy precepts of reſpect, but followed 
The ſugar'd game before thee. But myſelf, 
Who had the world as my confectionary, 


If 


I 
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The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men 

At duty, more than I could frame employments 

That numbetleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 

Do on the oak ; have with one winter's bruſh is 48 

Fall'n from their boughs, and left me open, bare A. 

For every ſtorm that blows. I to bear this, . 

That never knew but better, is ſome burden. , 

Thy nature did commence in ſufPrance ; time 

Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhouldſt thou hate men? 

They never flatter'd thee. What haſt thou given? 

If thou wilt curſe, thy father, that poor rag, 

Maſt be thy ſubject, who in ſpite put ſtuff 

To ſome ſhe-beggar, aad compounded thee, 

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! Be gone—— 

If thou hadſt not been born the worlt of men, 

Thou hadſt been knave and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Ajem. I, that I was no prodigal. 
im. I, that I am one now. 

Vere all the wealth I have, ſhut up in thee, 

I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. 

—That the whole life of Athens were in this! 

Thus would I eat it. [ Eating à root. 
Apem. Here. I will mend thy feaſt. [ Offering him another. 
lim. Firſt mend my company; take away thyſelf. 

Alem. So I ſhall mend my own, by th' lack of thine. 
1im. Tis not well mended ſo, it is but botch'd; . 
If not, I would it were. 
Apem. What wouldit thou have to Arhens ? 
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind, it thou wilt. 

Tell them there, I have gold. Look, ſo 1 have. 
Adem. Here is no uſe for gold. 
Tim, The beſt and trueſt: 

For here it ſleeps, and does no hired harm. 
Adem. Where ly'ſt o' nights, Timon? 
Iim. Under that's above me. 

Where feed'ſt thou o' days, Apemantus ?* 

| Apem. Where my ſtomach finds meat; or, rather, where 
eat it. ol 
Iin. Would poiſon were ohedicnt, and knew my mind! 

O 5 | Apem. 
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Apem. Where wouldſt thou ſend it? 
im. To ſauce thy diſhes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweſt, but 
the extremity of both ends. When thou waſt in thy gilt, 
and thy perfame, they mock'd thee for too much * 4 
in thy rags thou knoweſt none, but are deſpis'd for the 
contrary. There's a medlar for thee; eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate I feed not. 

Apem. Doſt hate a medlar? 

Tim. Ay, though it looks like thee. 

Aperr. An thou hadi hited medlers ſooner, thou ſhouldf 
have loved thyſelf better now. What man didſt thou ever 
know unthritt, that was belov'd after his means? 

Tim. Who, without thoſe means theu talk'ſt of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd ? 

Apem. Myſelf. 

Tim. I underſtand thee, thou hadſt ſome means to keep 
a dog. 

his: What things in the world canſt thou neareſt com- 
pare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neareft; hut men, men are the things them- 
ſelves. What wouldſt thou do with the world, Ajemantus, 
if it lay in thy power? 

Apem. Give it the beaſts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Wouldſt thou have thyſelf fall in the confuſion of 
men, or remain a beaſt with the beaſts ? 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beaftly ambition, which the Gods grant thee to 
attain to! If thou wert a lion, the fox would beguile thee; 
if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee ; if thou wert 
the fox, the lion would ſuſpect thee, when, peradventure, 
thou wert accus'd by the aſs; if thou wert the aſs, thy dul- 
neſs would torment thee; and ſtill thou liv'd but as a break- 
faſt to the wolf. If thou wert the wolf, thy greedinels 
would afflit thee ; and oft thou ſhouldſt hazard thy life for 
thy dinner. Wert thou the unicorn, pride and wrath would 
confound thee, and make thine owulklf the conqueſt of thy 


fury. Wert thou a bear, thou wouldſt be killed by the 
horſe ; wert thou a horſe, thou wouldſt be ſeiz'd by the leo- 

rd; wert thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, 
and the ſpots of thy kindred were jurors on thy lite. — 
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thy ſafety were remotion, and thy defence abſence. What 
beaſt couldſt thou be, that were not ſubject to a beaſt? And 
what a beaſt art thou already, and 1ceſt not thy loſs in tranſ- 
formation |! 

Apem. If thou couldſt pleaſe me with ſpeaking to me, 
thou might'ſt have hit upon it here. The commonwealth 
of Athens is become a foreſt of beaſts. 

Tim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that thou art out 
of the city ? 

Atem. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter. The plague 
of company light upon thee! I will fear to catch it, and 
give way. When I know not what elle to do, I'il ice thee 
again. 

1 When there is nothing living but thee, thou ſlialt 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than Ape- 
nantus. 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim, Would thou wert clean enough to ipit upon! A 
plague on thee! 

Apem. Thou art too bad to curle. 

Tim, All villains, that do ſtand by thee, are pure. 

Adem. There is no leproſy but what thou ſpeak'ſt. 

im. If I name thee.—1'l! beat thee, but I ſhould infect 
my hands. 

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off! 

Jin. Away, thou iſſue of à mangy dog ! 

Choler does kill me that thou art alive: 
I ſwoon to ſee thee. 

Ajcm. Would thou wouldit burſt! 

Tin. Away, thou tedious rogue; I am ſorry I ſhall loſe 
a |to1.2 by thee. 

Ape. Beaſt ! 

im. Slave! 

Apem. Toad! 

Tim. Rogue! rogue! rogue! 

[ Apemaacus retreats back ward, as goings © 
Tam ſick of this falie world, aud will love nought 
But even the mere necefries npou it, 
Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the light foam of the ſea may beat 
Thy grave-ſtone daily; make thine epitaph; 


That 
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That death in thee at others” lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
[ Looking on the gull, 
Twixt natural ſon and fire! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt bed! thou valiant Mars / 
Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Mnoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow 
That lies on Dian's lap! thou viſible God, 
That ſold'reſt cloſe impoſſibilities, 
And mak'ſt them kiſs! that ſpeak'ſt with every tongue, Rt 


To every purpoſe ! Oh, thou touch of hearts! D: 
Think i ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue T 
Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts H 
May have the world in empire. A 
Apem. Would 'twere ſo; | Bi 
But not till I am dead! I'll ſay, thou haſt gold: H 
Thou wilt be throng'd to ſhortly. If 
Tim. Throng'd to? Be 
Apem. Ay. T 
Zim. Thy back, I pr'ythee, —— U 
Apem. Live, and love thy miſery ! U 
im. Long live ſo, and ſo die! I am quit. T 
More things like men——Eat, Timon, and abhor them. Y 
[Exit Apemantue : 

1 5 A 
No. XXI—"CYMBELINE. : 
Acr II. Scene II. A magnificent Bed-Chamber ; in ont - 
part of it a large trunk, 1 


Imogen is diſcovered reading in her bed, a Lady at- 
tend. ug. 


W IMOGEN. 
* HO's there? my woman, Helen? 
Lady. Pleaſe you, Madam. 
Imo. What hour is it? 
Lady. Almoſt midnight, Madam. 
Ino. I have read three hours then; mine eyes are weak. 
Fold down the leaf where I have left. To- bed. 


ö . Y *% XY Uew 


Take 
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Take not away the taper, leave it burning: | 
And if thou canſt awake by four o' th' clock, 
| pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly. | 
| [ Exit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, Gods; woe 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beſeech ye.  [ Sleeps, 
Iachimo ri/es from the trunk. 
lach. The crickets ſing, and man's o'erlabour'd ſenſe 
Repairs itſelf by reſt : our Targuin thus 
Did ſoftly preſs the ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The chaſtity he wounded. Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom'ſt thy bed ! Freſh lily, 
And whiter than the ſheets! that I might touch! 
But kiſs, one kiſs—Rubies unparagon'd, 
How dearly they do't !—"T1s her broatkin „that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o' the ta 
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids, 
To ſee the incloſed light, now canopy'd 
Under theſe windows : white and azure, lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.— But my deſign's 
To note the chamber! will write all down, 
duch, and ſuch, pictures - there, the window—ſuch 
The adornment of her bed—the arras, figures 
Why, ſuch and ſuch—and the contents o“ the ſtory— 
Ah, but ſome natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thouſand meaner moveables, 
Would teſtify, to enrich my inventory. 
O Sleep, thou ape of Death, lie dull upon her! 
And be her ſenſe but as a monument, | 
Thus in a chapel lying! -— Come off, come off. — — 
r. off her bracelet. 
As ſlippery as the Gordian knot was hard. 
is mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, 
As ſtrongly as the conſcience does within, 
To the madding of her Lord. On her left breaſt 
A mole *. like the crimſon drops 
the bottom of a cowſlip. Here's a voucher, 
*tronger than ever law could make: this ſecret 
Will force him think I've pick'd the lock, and ta'en 
The treaſure of her honour. No more—to what end 12 : 
* 
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Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my memory ? She hath been reading, late, 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf*s turn'd down, 
Where Philomel gave up——1 have enough ;:—— 
To the trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you dragons of the night ! that dawning 
May bare its raven eye: I ledge in fear; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. [ Cl: Hriles, 
One, two, three : Time, time ! PS oh 

[ Goes into the trunk ; the Scene cir 


_— — — — K 1 


—— 
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No. XXII.—CTYMBE LINE. 


Acr III. Scene III. A Foreft with a Cave, in 
Wales. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 


A BELLARIUS. 
Goodly day! not to keep houſe, with ſuch 
Whoſe roof's as low as ours. See, boys! this gate 
Inſtructs you how to adore the heavens; and bows you 
To morning's holy office. Gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high, that giants may jet through, 
And keep their impious turbants on, without 
Good-morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair heaven ! 
We houſe i' the rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly 
As prouder livers do, | 
Guid. Hail, heaven! 
Arv. Hail, heaven! 
Bel. New for our mountain ſport. Up to yond hill; 
Your legs are young: I'll tread theſe flats. Conſider, 
When you, above, perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place which leſſens and ſets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales 1 told you, 
Of Courts, of Princes, of the tricks in war. 
This ſervice is not ſervice, ſo being done, 
But being ſo allow'd. To apprehend thus, 


Draws us a profit from all things we ee :; And 
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zud often, to our comfort, ſhall we find 

The ſharded beetle in a ſafer hold 

Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 

; nobler than 89 for a check; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a bauble; 

Prouder, than ruſtling in unpaid-for filk : 

Such gain the cap of him that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncroſs'd. No life to ours. 
Guid. Out of your proof you ſpeak. We, poor, unfledg'd, 
Have never wing'd from view o' the neſt ; nor know not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life 1s beſt, 
If quiet life is beſt : ſweeter to you, 

[hat have a ſharper known; well correſponding 
Wich your ſtiff age: but unto us, it is 

A cell of ignerance ; travelling a-bed ; 

A priſon, for a debtor that not dares 

To ftride a limit. | 

Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak of, 

When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December # How, 

la this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 

The freezing hours away? We have ſeen nothing ; 
We're beaſtly ; ſubtle as the fox for prey, 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: 

Our valour is to Chaſe what flies; our cage 

We make a quire, as doth the priſon'd bird, 

And fing our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you ſpeak! 

Did you but know the city's uſuries, 

And felt them knowingly ; the art o' the Court, 
As hard to leave as keep; whoſe top to climb 

ls certain falling, or ſo ſlippery that 

The fear's as bad as falling ; the toil of the war, 
A pain that only ſeems to ſeek out danger 

the name of fame and honour ; which dies i' the ſearch ; 
And hath as oft a ſlanderous epitaph, 

As record of fair act; nay, many time, . 
Doth ill deſerve, by doing well : what's worſe, 
Muſt curtſy at the cenſure., O, boys, this ſtory 
The world may read in me: my body's mark'd 
With Reman ſwords; and my report was once 


Firft 
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Firſt with the beſt of note. Cymbeline lov'd me; 
And when a ſoldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: then was I as a tree, 
Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit ; but, in one night, 
A ſtorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 
Guid. Uncertzin favour ! | 
Bel. My fault being nothing, as I have told you oft, 
But that two villains, whoſe falſe oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfe& honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 
I was confederate with the Romans ; & 
Follow'd my baniſhment ; and, theſe twenty years, 
This rock and theſe demeſnes have been my world ; 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom; paid? 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
'The fore-end of my time.—But, up to the mountains ! 
This is not hunters” language: he that ſtrikes 
The veniſon firſt, ſhall be the lord o' the feaſt ; 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter: 
And we will fear no poiſon which attends 
In place of greater ſtate. I'll meet you in the vallics. 
[ Exeunt Guid. and Arr. 
How hard it is to hide the ſparks of nature ! 
"Theſe boys know little they are ſons to the king; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think they are mine; and though train'd up thus 
meanly | 
J the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
'The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 
In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydere, 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, CR 
The King his father called Guiderius — Feve / 
When on my three- foot ſtool I ſit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his ſpirits fly out 
Into my ſtory : ſay, Thus mine enemy fell ; 
And thus I fet my foot on his neck : even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek ; he ſweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 


That acts my words, The younger brother Cowen, 
(once 


— 


Us 


ce 
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Once Arviragus) in as like a figure, 

Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhews much more 

His own conceiving—Hark ! the game is rouz'd.— 

Oh, Cymbeline ! Heaven and my conſcience know, 

Thou didſt unjuſtly banifh me; whereon, 

At three and two years old I ſtole theſe babes ; 

Thinking to bar thee of ſucceſſion, as 

Thou reft'ſt me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou waſt their nurſe: they take thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave; 

Myſelf, Bellarius, that am Morgan call'd, 

They take for natural father. The game's up. [ Exit. 


L _ — 


No. XXIII. KING LE A R. 
Acr III. Scene II. A Heath. Storm. 
Enter Lear and Fool. 


3 Lr AR. 
Bow winds, and crack your cheeks; rage, blow! 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, ſpout 
Till you have drench'd our ſteeples, drown'd the cocks ! 
You ſulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
inge my white head! And thou, all-ſhaking thunder, 
õtrike flat the thick rotundity o' the world; 
Crack nature's mould ; all germins ſpill at once 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. O nuncle, court-holy-water in a dry houſe is better 
than the rain- waters out o'door, Good nuncle, in, and aſk 
ty daughter's bleſſing : here's a night that pities neither 
wiſe men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain; 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters ; 
| tax not you, ye elements, with unkindneſs: 
| never gave you kingdoms, call'd you children: 
You owe me no ſubſcription ; then let fall 
Your horrible pleaſure. Here I ſtand, your ſlave, 
\ poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd, old man. 


But 
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But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, gainſt a head 
So old and white as this. Oh! oh! 'tis foul, 
Fool. He that has a houſe to put's head in, has a good 
head piece. ; 
The codpiece that will houſe, 
Before the head has any, 
The head and he ſhall lowſe ; 
So beggars marry many. 
'That man that makes his toe, 
What he his heart ſhould make, 
Shall of a corn cry woe, 
And turn his ſleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made mouth 
in a glaſs, 
Euter Rent. | 
Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience ; 
I will fay nothing. IN | 
Ren t Who's there? 6 
Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a cod - piece, that's a viſe 
man and a fool. Font 0 ; 
Kent. Alas, Sir, are you here? Things that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe; the wrathful ſkies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves. Since I was man, 
Such ſheets df fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 
Lear. Let the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadful pother oer our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
'That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipt of juſtice. Hide tkee, thou bloody hand, 
Thou perjure, and thou ſimular of virtue, 
That art inceſtuous. Caitiff, ſhake to pieces, 
That, under covert and convenient ſeeming, _ 
Haſt practis'd on man's life !—Cloſe pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and aſk 


Theſe 


od 
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Theſe dreadful ſummoners grace.——I am a man, 
More ſinned againſt, than finning. 
Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendſhip will it lend you 'gainſt the tempeſt. 
Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe, 
More hard than is the ſtone whereof *tis rais'd, 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Denied me to come in, return, and force 
Their ſcanted courteſy, 
Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy. How doſt, my boy? art cold ? 
I'm cold myſelf. Where is the ſtraw, my fellow? 
The art of our neceſſities is ſtrange, | 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel, 
Poor fool and knave, I've one part in my heart, 
That's ſorry yet for thee, 
Fool. He that has a little tyny wit, 
With, heigh ho! the wind and the rain, 
Muſt make content with his fortunes fit, 
Though the rain it raineth every day. 
Lear. True, my good boy. Come, bring us to this hovel, 
| Exit. 
Fel. *Tis a brave night to cool a courtezan. , 
[|] ſpeak a prophecy ere I go. 
When prieſts are more in words than matter; 
When brewers marr their malt with water; 
When nobles are their tailors? tutors ; 
No heretics burn, but wenches' ſuitors : 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't, 
That going ſhall be us'd with feet. 
When every caſe in law is right, 
No *ſquire in debt, and no poor knight; 
When ſlanders do not live in tongues, 
Nor cut-purſes come not to throngs ; 
When er tell their gold i' th' field, 
And bawds and whores do churches build: 
Then ſhall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confuſion, 
This prophecy Merlin ſhall make, for I do live before his 
time. 


No. XXIV. 
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No. XXIV. - KING LEAR. 


Acr III. Scenes IV. Changes to a part of the Hut 
2 with a Hovel. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


H KkE Nr. 
ERE is the place, my Lord; good, my Lord, enter, 
'The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure | [ Storm fil. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Will't break my heart ? 
Kent. I'd rather break mine own, Good my Lord, 
enter, 
Lear. Thou think'ſt tis much, that this contention 
ftorm 
Invades us to the ſkin; ſo *tis to thee: 
But where the greater malady is fix'd, 
"Che leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou'dſt ſhun a bear; 
But if thy flight lay toward the roaring ſea, 
Thou'dſt meet the bear 1 the mouth. When the mind's free, 
The body's delicate : the tempeſt in my mind 
Doth from my ſenſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not, as this mouth ſheuld tear this hand 
For lifting food to't? —But I'll puniſh home; 
No, I will weep no more—In ſuch a night, 
To ſhut me out !—Pour on, I will endure— 
In ſuch a night as this! O Regan, Gonerill / 
Your old kind father, whoſe Raab heart gave all 
O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun that; 
No more of that. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 
Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyſelf; ſeek thine own eaſe: 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more—But Pl go in. 
In boy, go firſt. [To the Fool.] You houſeleſs poverty — 
Nay, get thee in; I'll pray, and then I'll leep—[ Fos/ 75 * 


th 
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Poor naked wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm ! 

How ſhall your houſcleſ heads, and unfed ſides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe ? O, I have ta'en 

Too little care of this. Take phyſic, Pomp; 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what wretches feel, 

That thou mayſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 

And ſhew the heavens more juſt, 

Ede. + rag Fathom and half, fathom and half! poor 

om. 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a ſpirit. 

Help me, help me; [T, he Fool runs out from the Hovel. 

Kent. Give me thy hand. Who's there ? 

Fool. A ſpirit, a ſpirit ! He ſays, his name's poor Tom. 

Kent. What art thou, that doſt grumble there i the ſtraw ? 
Come forth. 

Enter Edgar, diſguiſed like a Madman. 

Fag. Away! the foul hend follows me. 

Through the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. 
Humph, go to thy bed and warm thee. 

Lear. Gian thou give all to thy daughters? and art thou 
come to this? . 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom the foul 
bend hath led through fire and through flame, through ford 
and through whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire ; that hath 
lad knives under his pillow, and halters in his pew ; ſet 
rathane by his porridge; made him proud of heart, to ride 
on a bay trotting horſe over four-inch'd bridges, to courſe 
his own ſhadow for a traitor. Bleſs thy five wits : Tom's 
cold. O do de, do de, do de. Bleſs thee from whirlwinds, _ 
Ku- blaſting, and taking. Do poor 7m ſome charity, 
whom the foul fiend vexes. There could I have him now— 
and there—and here again, and there ! [ Storm fill. 

Lear. What! have his daughters brought him to this 

Aſs ? nn — | 
Couldft hes ſave nothing? didſt thou give 'em all? 

Fool. Nay, he avs a blanket, elſe we had been all 

aſham'd. | 

Lear. Now all the plagues, that in the pendulous air 
Haug fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters 5 

ents 
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Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir. old 
Lear. Death! traitor. Nothing could have ſubdued nature col 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters. 


Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded fathers fey 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh ? the 
Judicious puniſhment ! *twas this fleſh begst the 


Thoſe pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock fat on pillicock-hill, 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and madmen, 

Eag. Take heed o' the foul fiend. Obey thy parent, 
Keep thy word juſtly, Swear not. Commit not with man's 
ſworn ſpouſe. Set not thy ſweet heart on proud array, 
Tom's a-cold. | 

Lear, What haſt thou been ? | 

Edg. A ſerving man, proud in heart and mind; th | 
cried my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerved the luſt ofny | 
miſtreſ's heart, and did the act of darkneſs with her; ſworeM ti« 
as many oaths as I ſpake words, and broke them in the (cer fu: 
face of heaven. One that ſlept in the contriving luſt, and for 
waked to do it. Wine loved I deeply; dice dearly ; and W. 
in woman, out-paramoured the Turk, Falie of heart, 17 tyt 
of ear, bloody of hand, hog in ſloth, fox in ſtealth, wolf in 

reedineſs, dog in madneſs, lion in prey. Let not the creak- 
ing of ſhoes, nor the ruſtling of ſilks, betray thy poor heart 
to woman. Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out 
of plackets, thy pen from ienders? books, and defy the foul 
fiend. Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind: 
ſays ſuum, mun, nonny, dolphin, my boy, boy, Se, et 
him trot by. [ Storm fie 

Lear. Why thou wert better in thy grave, than to anſvc! 
with thy uncovered body this extremity of the ſkies—— Ml 7? 

Is man no more than this? Conſider him well : 

Thou oweſt the worm no ſilk, the beaſt no hide; 

The ſheep no wool, the cat no perfume :—Ha! here's I. 


'Three of us are ſophiſticated ! 'Thou art the thing 7 
Itſelf : unaccommodated man is no more than Ar 
Such a poor bare forked animal as thou art—Of, of, Ye 
You lendings: - Come, unbutton here, — Ar 


[Tearing off his clue. 
Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented: tis a naughty nigh 
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to ſwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field were like an 
old lecher's heart, a ſmall ipark, and all the reſt on's body 
cold. Look, here comes a walking fire, | 
Eds. This i, the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins at cur- 
few, and walks till the firſt cock. He gives the web and 
the pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the hair- lip; mildews 
the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature of the earth. 
Saint Withold footed thrice the Wold ; 
He met the night-mare, and her nine fold, 
Bid her alight, and her treth plight, 
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee. 
Leut. How fares your Grace? 


* 


Enter Gloſter with a torch. 


Lear. What's he? 

Kent. Who's there? What is't you ſeek? 

Glo, What are you there? Your names? 

Edg. Poor Tom; that cats the ſwimming frog, the toad, 
the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water-newt; that in the 
fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dun 
for ſallads, ſwallows the old rat and the ditch dog, drinks 
the green mantle of the ſtanding pool; who is whipt from 
tything to tything, and ſtock'd, puniſh'd, and iinpriſon'd; 
who hath had three ſuits to his back, ſix ſhirts to his body; 

Horſe to ride, and weapon to <vear 5 
But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall deer, 
Hawe been Tom's food for ſeven long year. 
Beware my follower. Peace, Smellin, peace thou fiend |! 

Glo, What! hath your Grace no better company? 

ag. The prince of darkneſs is a gentleman ; Mohu he's 
called, and Mahn. 8 

G/o. Our fleſh and blood, my Lord, is grown ſo vile, 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Ede. Tem's a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 
To obey in all your daughters hard commands: 

Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you, 

Yet have I ventur'd to come ſeek you out, 

And bring you where both fire af food is ready. 1 
ar. 
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Lear. Firſt, let me talk with this philoſopher. 
— What is the cauſe of thunder ? 
Kent. My good Lord, take his offer. A 
Go into th' houſe. 


Lear. I'll talk a word with this ſame learned Tear. 
What is your ſtudy ? 


 Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin, E 
Lear. Let us aſk you one word in private. 
Kent. Importune him once more to go, my Lord, wil 
His wits begin t' unſettle. not 
Glo. Canſt thou blame him? Storm fill 4 
His daughters ſeek his death. Ah, that good Kent / im 


He ſaid it would be thus poor baniſh'd man ! 
Thou ſay'ſt the _ rows mad: I'll tell thee, friend, 


I'm almoft mad myſelf : I had a ſon, 51 
Now outlaw'd from my blood; he ſought my life in | 
But lately, very late ; I lov'd him, friend, fou 
No father his fon dearer. True to tell thee, l 


The pro hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ? gel 


I do beſeech your Grace [ 
Lear. O, cry you mercy, Sir, 

Noble philoſopher, your company. fon 
Ede. Tom's a-cold. { def 
Glo. In, fellow, into th' hovel; keep thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let's in all. Ca 
Kent. This way, my Lord. a 
Lear. With him; F 

J will keep ſtill with my e r NN 101 
Kent. Good my Lord, ſooth him; let him take the fellow. 1 
Glo. Take him you on. Co 
Kent. Sirrah, come on ; along with us. Th 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. 8 a 
Glo. No words, no words, huſh ! eye 
Eadg. Child Rewland to the dark tower came, 

His word was ſtill, fy, foh and fum, . 


I ſmell the blood of a Hritiſb man, [ Exeut. 


l, 


W. 
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No, XXV.-KING LEAR. 
Act III. Scene VI. A Chamber in a Farm Houſe, 
Enter Kent and Glo'ſter, 


N G o's TER. ; 

ERE is better than the open air, take it thankfully. I 

will piece out the comfort with what addition I can; 1 will 

not be long from you. [Ext. 
Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to his 

impatience. The gods reward your kindneſs ! 


Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 


ag. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Nero is an angler 
in the lake of darkneſs. Pray, innocent, and beware the 
foul fiend, 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman be a 
gentleman or a yeoman. | 

Lear. A King, a King! 

Fool. No, he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to his 
ſon: for he's a mad yeoman, that ſees his ſon a gentlemau 
before him. 

Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits 
Came hizzing in upon em 

Eg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He's mad that truſts in the tameneſs of a wolf, a 
torſe's health, a boy's love, or a whorc's oath. 

Lear. It ſhall be done; I will arraign them ſtraight. 
Come, fit thou here, moſt learned juſticer ; 

Thou ſapient Sir, fit here-—-— Now, ve ſhe-foxes !J——— 
Edg. Look, where the ftands and glares! Wanteſt thoy 
ties? At trial, Madam. | 
Come o'er the broom, Ne, to me. 
Fuel. Her boat hath a leak, and ſhe muſt aot ſpeak ; 
Why, ſhe dares not come over to thec. 

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of a 
ughtingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two white 
terrings. Croak not, black angel; I have no food for thee. 

Kent. How do you, Sir? Stand you not fo amaz'd. 

Will yon lie down, aud reſt upon the cuſhions ? & 
P eam 


o 
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Lear. II ſee their trial firſt ; bring me in the evidence, 

Thou robed man of juſlice, take thy place; 
And thou his yoke-fellow of equity, 
Bench by his fide. You are o' th' commiſſion, fit you too, 

Eg. Let us deal juſtly. 

Sleepeſt, or wakeſt thou, jolly ſhepherd ? 
Thy ſheep be in the corn; 
And for one blaſt of thy minikin mouth, 
Thy ſheep ſhall take no harm. 
Purre, the cat, is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her firſt ; 'tis Goneril, I here take my 
oath before this honourable aſſembly, ſhe kicked the poor 
King her father. 

Fool. Come juther, miſtreſs ; is your name Goneril ? 

Lear. She carnot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-ſtool, 

Lear. An! here's another, whoſe warp'd looks proclaun 
What ftore her heart is made of. Stop her there! 
Arms! arms! ſword ! fire Corruption in the place! 
Falſe juſticer, why haſt thou let her *ſcape ? 

Edg. Bleſs thy five wits ! 

Kent. O pity! Sir, where 1s the patience now, 

That you ſo oft have boaſted to retain ? 

Ede. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, 

They mar my counterfeiting. [ Afide, 

Lear, The little dogs — all, 8 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, ſee, they bark at me. 

Fag. Tom will throw his head at them. Avaunt, you curs! 

Be thy mouth or black or white, 

Tooth that poiſons if it bite; 

Maſtiff, grey hound, mungril grim, 

Hound or ſpaniel, brache, or lym; 

Or bobt il tike, or En * eh þ 

Tom will make him weep and wall : 

For, with throwing thus my head, 

Dogs leap the hatch, and are all fled. 
De de, de de. S, come, march to wakes and fairs, 
And market- towns. Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Leer. 'Then let them anatomize Regan. See what breeds 
about her heart. Is there any cauſe in nature that makes 


' theſe hard hearts? — Vou, Sir, I entertain for one of my 
hundred: 


8 
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hundred : only I do not like the faſhion of your garments. 
You will ſay, they are Perſian; but let them be changed. 


Re-enter Glo'ſter. 


Kent. Now, good my Lord, lie here and reft awhile, 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the curtains, 
So, ſo, we'll go to ſupper i' th' morning. 
Feol. And I'll go to bed at noon. 
Glo. Come hither, friend, Where is the King, my 
maſter ? 
Kent. Here, Sir; but trouble him not; his wits are gone. 
64 . Good friend, I pr'y thee, take him in thy arms. 
| have o'erheard a plot of death upon him. 
There is a litter ready; lay him in 't, 
And drive toward Dower, friend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy maſter. 
If thou ſhould dally half an hour, his lite, 
Wich thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in aſſured loſs. Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to ſon.e proviſion 
Give thee quick conduct. 
Kent. Oppreſſed nature ſleeps, 
This reſt might yet have balm'd thy broken ſenſes, 
Which, if conveniency will not allow, | | 
Stand in hard cure. Come, help to bear thy maſter ; 
Thou muſt not ſtay behind. [To Fool. 
Glo, Come, come, away! [ Exeunt, bearing off the King. 


Manent Edgar. 


Fag. When we our betters ſee bearing our woes, 

We | hw think our miſeries our foes. 

Who alone ſuffers, ſuffers moſt i' th' mind: 

Leaving free things and happy ſhows behind : 

But then the mind much + * um does o' erſkip, 

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowſhip. 

How light, and portable, my pain ſeems now, 

When that, which makes me hend, makes the King bow; 

He childed, as I father'd !—7 om, away; 

Mark the high noiſes, and thyſelf bewray ; 

When falſe opinion, whoſe wrong thought defiles thee, 

la thy juſt proof repeals, _ reconciles thee, 
þ 4 . 


Whey 
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What will, hap more to- night; ſafe *ſcape the _ 
dear, 


Lurk, lurk. [Exit 


2 


Ne. XXVI.— KING LEAR. 
Acr IV. Scene VI. Edgar and Glo'ſter. 
Enter Lear, mad. 


EDGAR. 


Bor who comes here ? 
The ſafer ſenſe will ne'er accommodate 
His maſter thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining ; I am the 
King himſelf, | 

Edg. O thou ſide- piercing fight ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that reſpect. There's your 
reſs- money. That fellow handles his bow like a crow- 
eeper. Draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look, a mouſe! 

Peace, peace ;— this piece of toaſted cheeſe will do't.— 
There's my gauntlet, I'll prove it on a giant. Bring up the 
brown bills. O, well-flown, bird! i' the clout, i“ th' clout: 
hewgh.—Give the word, 

Eag. Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Paſs. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear Ha! Goneril! with a white beard ! They flattered 

me like a dog; and told me I had white hairs in my beard, 
ere the black ones were there. To ſay ay and no to every 
thing I ſaid ! Ay and No too was no good divinity. When 
the rain came to wet me once, and the wind to make me 
Chatter ; when the thunder would not peace at my bidding; 
there I found them, there I ſmelt them out. Go to, they 
are not men of their words: they told me I was every thing; 
tis a lie; I am not ague-proof, 

G1. The trick of that voice I do well remember: 

Is't not the King? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king. 

When I do ſtare, fee how the ſubject quakes. 


I per. 
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I pardon that man's life. What was the cauſe ? 

Adultery ? 

Thou ſhalt not die. Die for adultery! No; 

The wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded fly 

Does lecher in my fight. 

Let copulation thrive; for Glo ſter's baſtard fon 

Was kinder to his father than my daughters, 

Got *tween the lawful ſheets. 

To't luxury, pell-mell, for I lack ſoldiers, —— 

Behold yon ſimpering dame, 

Whoſe face between her forks preſageth ſnow ; 

That minces virtue, and does ſhake the head 

To hear of pleaſurc's name ; 

The fitchew, nor the foiled horſe, goes to 't 

With a more riotous appetite. 

Down from the waiſt they are centaurs, 

Though women all above: 

But to the girdle do the gods inherit ; | 

Beneath is all the fiends ; there's hell, there's darkneſs, 

There is the ſulphurous pit, burning, ſcalding, ſtench, con- 
ſumption. Fy, fy, fy ! pah, pah! 

Give me an ounce of civet, 2 apothecary, 

To ſweeten my imagination! There's money for thee. 

Gh. O, let me kits that hand! 

Lear. Let me wipe it firſt ; it ſmells of mortality. 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature! This great world 
Shall ſv wear out to nought. Doſt thou know me ? 

Lrer. 1 remember thine eyes well enough. Doſt thou 
ſquiny at me? No, do thy worſt, blind Cupid; I'll not love. 
Read thou this challenge: mark but the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters ſuns, I could not ſee one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report. It is, 

And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read, 

Glo, What with this caſe of eyes? 

Lear. Oh, ho! are you there with me? No eyes in your 
head, nor no money in your purſe ? Your eyes are in a heavy 
cale, your purſe in a light; yet you ſce how this world goes. 

Glo, I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What! art mad? A man may ſee how this world 
goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears: ſee how yond 

24 juſtice 
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Juſtice rails upon yond fimple thief. Hark in thine eq, 
Change places, and handy-dandy, which i: the juſtice, which 
is the thief? Thou haſt ſeen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar, 
» Glo. Ay, Sir, 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur. There chou 
might'ſt behold the great image of authority; a doy's 
obey'd in office 
Thou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand: 

Why doſt thou laſh that whore? Strip thy own back; 
Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind 

For which thou whipp'it her. Th' uſurer hangs the cozener, 
Through tatter'd clothes ſmall vices do appear; 

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate fin with gold, 
And the ftrong lance of juſtice hurtleſs breaks ; 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. 

None does offend, none, I ſay, none; I'll able 'em: 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 

To ſeal the accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 

And, like a ſcarvy politician, ſeem 

To ſee the things thou doſt not. 

Now, now, now, now! Pull off my boots. Harder, harder, Se. 

Zag. O matter and impertinency mix'd ! 

Reaſon in madneſs ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is G/o'fer. 

Thou muſt be patient: we came crying hither ; 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the air, 
We wawle and cry. I will preach to thee, Mark 

Glo. Alack, alack the day! 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 
To this great ſtage of fools.— This a good block !— 

It were a delicate {ir2tgem to ſhoe 
A troop of horſe with felt; I'll put 't in proof; 
And when I have ſtolen upon theſe ſons-in-law, 


Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill! 


Enter a Gentleman, ith attendants. 


Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him.—8ir, 
Vour moſt dear daughter 

Lear. No reſcue? What! a priſoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune, Ufe me well, 


You 


——_ Sao . WV ah 
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. You ſhall have ranſom: Let me have ſurgeons; 


ch I am cut to th' brains. 
i. Gent. Vou ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No ſeconds? all myſelf? 
Wu Why, this would make a man, a man of ſalt ; 
7 To uſe his eyes for garden water- pots, 


And laying autumn's duſt. I will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug bridegroom. What! I will be jovial. 
Come, come, I am a King, my Haſters; know you tlat ? 
Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, an' you get it, 
You ſhall get it by running. Sa, fa, fa, ſa! [ Exit. 
Gent, A ſight moſt pitiful in the meaneſt wretch, 
Pait ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curſe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir. 
Gent, Sir, ſpeed you. What's your will ? 
ag. Do you hear aught, Sir, of a battle toward: 
Gent, Moſt ſure, and vulgar ; every one hears that, 
? Which can diſtinguiſh . 
Edz. But, by your favour, 
How near's the other army ? 
Gent. Near, and on ſpeedy foot. The main deſcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. | 
Edg. I thank you, Sir. That's all. 
Gent, Though that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe is here, 
Her army is mov'd on. 
Edg. I thank you, Sir. Exit Gent. 
Glo. You ever, gentle gods, take my breath trom mie; 
Let not my worſer ſpirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleaſe ! | 
Edg. Well pray you, father, 
Clo. Now, good Sir, what are you? 
Edg. A molt poor man, made tame to fortune's blows, 
Who, by the art of knowing and feeling ſorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
PIl lead you to ſome biding. 
Glo. Hearty thanks; 
The bounty and the beniſon of heaven 


To boot, and boot! 
24 No, XXVII. 
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No. XXVII—ROMEO AND JULIET, D 
AcT II. Sczns II. Capulet's Garden, 0 
Enter Romeo. 


H ROMEO. 
E jeſts at ſcars, that never felt a wound 
But, ſoft! what light through vonder window breaks ? 
It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſun ! 
Juliet appears above at a winder, 

Ariſe, fair fun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who ts already ſick and pale with grief, 
That thou, ker maid, art far more fair than ſhe. 
Be not her maid, ſince ſhe is envious ; 
Her veſtal livery is but fick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it; caſt it of.. 
It is my lady; O! it is my love; 
O that ſhe knew ſhe were 
She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing. What of that ? 
Her eye diſcourſes ; I will anſwer it——— 
I am too bold; *tis not to me ſhe ſpeaks : 
Two of the faireſt ſtars of all the heaven, 
Having ſome buſineſs, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their ſpheres till they return, 
What if her eyes were there, thcy in her head ? 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe ſtars, 
As day-light doth a lamp : her eyes in heaven 
Would threugh the airy region ſtream ſo bright, 
That birds would ſing, os. think it were not night. 
See how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O that I vere a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul. Ah me! 

Rom. She ſpeaks. | 
Oh, tpeak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this fight, being o'er my head, 
As 1s a winged meſlenger from heaven, 
Unto the white-upturned, wand'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beftrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
And fails apvn the boſom of the air. 
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Jul. O Romeo, Romeo Wherefore art thou Romeo? _ 
Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name : | 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, 
And Pl no longer be a Capulet. , 
Rem. Shall I hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this? Afar. 
Jul. Tis but thy name that is my enemy: 
Thou art thyſelf, though not a Montague. 
What's Montague ? It is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face—nor any other part. 
What's in a name? That which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet. 
8o Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that title. Romeo, quit thy name; 
And for thy name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myſelf. 

Rem. I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but Love, and I'll be new baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. : 
7ul. What man art thou, that thus, beſcreen'd in night, 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel ? , 
Rom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myſelf, 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee, 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 
. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the ſound. 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague? | 
Rom. Neither, fair ſaint, if either thee diſlike. , 
Jul. How camſt thou hither, tell me, and wherefore F 
The orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb; 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here. | 

Rem. With love's light wings did I over-perch theſe walls, 
For ſtony limits cannot hold love out ; 
And what love can da, that dares love attempt: 
Therefore thy kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 
Jul. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack! there lies * peril in thine eye 
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Than twenty of their ſwords; look thou but ſweet, 
And I am proof againſt their enmity. 
Jul I would not for the world they ſaw thee here. 
om. I have night's cloak to hide me from their eyes, 
And but thou love me, let them find me here, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whoſe direction found'ſt thou out this place? 

Rom. By love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire; 
He lent me counſel, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no pilot; yet wert thou as far 
As that vaſt ſhore, waſh'd with the fartheſt ſea, 
IT would adventure for ſuch merchai dize. 

ul. Thou know'ſt the maſk of night is on my face, 
Elſe would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak to-night, 
Fain would J dwell on form; fain, fain deny 
What I have ſpoke - but farewel, compliment! 
Doſt thou love me? I know thou wilt ſay ay ; 
And I will take thy word—yet if thou ſwear'ſt. 
Thou may'ſt prove falſe: at lovers“ perjurics, 
They ſay, Jove laughs. Oh, gentle Romeo! 
Tf thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully ! 
Or, if you think 1 am too quickly won, 
PII frown and be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo; but ele not for the world, 
In truth, fair Montague, 1 am too fond, 
And therefore thou may'ſt think my *havieur light; 
But truſt me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than thoſe that have more coying to be ſtrange. 
I ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt Safe 
But that thou over-heard'ſt, ere I was ' ware, 
My true love's paſſion ; therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath fo diſcovered. 

Rem. Lady, by yonder bleſſed moon I vow, 
Phat tips with ſilver all theſe fruit-tree tops—— 

Jul. O ſwear not by the moon, the inconſtant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb; 
Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable. 

Rem. What ſhall I ſwear by ? 


Jul 
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Jul. Do not ſwear at all; 
@r, if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf, 
Which is the God of my 1dolatry, 
And Pl believe thee. 
Rom. If my true heart's love — | 
Jul. Well, do not ſwear. Although I joy in thee, 
] have no joy of this contract wy, ; 
It is too raſh, too unadvis'd, too ſudden, 
Too like the lightning, which doth ceaſe to be 
Fre one can ſay it lightens. Sweet, good-night ! 
This bud of love, by ſummer's ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower, when next we meet, 
Good-night, good-night—as ſweet repoſe and reſt 
Come to thy n as that within my breaſt! 
Rom. O, wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisßed? 
Jul. What ſatisfaction canſt thou have night? 
Rom, The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 
Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 
Rom. Wouldſt thou withdraw it: for what purpoſe, love? 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet I wiſh but for the thing I have: 
My bounty is as boundleſs as the ſea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
lhear ſome noiſe within. Dear love, adieu! ¶ Nur/ecall; within. 
Anon, good nurſe !--Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [ Exit. 
Rom. O bleſſed, blefled night! I am afraid, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream : 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantial, 


Re-enter Juliet above. 


Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed. 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpaſe marriage, ſend me word to-morrow, 
By one that I'll procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortyines at thy foot I'll lay, 
And follow — my love, throughout the world. 
ö [Within : Madam! 
P 6 come 
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I come anon hut if thou mean'ſt not well, 


I do beſeech thee—{ Mithin: Madam !] By and by I com- 


To ceaſe thy ſuit, and leave me to my grief, 
'To-morrow will I ſend. 
Rem. So thrive my foul ———— 


Jul. A thouſand times good-night. * 
ght, 


Rom. A thouſand times the worſe, to want thy li 


Love goes toward love, as ſchool- boys from their books; 
But love from love, toward ſchool with heavy looks. 


Enter Juliet again. 


Jul. Hit! Romeo, hiſt! O for a falconer's voice, 
To lure this taſſel gentle back again. 

Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeak alond zu 
Elſe would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 

And make hcreiry tongue more hoarſe than mine, 
With repetition of my Remeo. 

Rem, It is my love that calls upon my name. 
How filver-ſweet ſound lovers? tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt muſic to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romes / 

Rom. My ſweet! 

Jul. At what o*clock to-morrow 
Shall I ſend to thee? 

Rom. By the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail; 'tis twenty years till then. 

J have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom, Let me fland here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there; 
Remembering how I love thy 2 

Rom. And I'll ſtill ſtay to have thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 


741. Tis almoſt morning. I would have thee gone; 


And yet no further than a wanton's bird, 
That let's it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor priſoner in his twiſted gyves, 
And with a ſilk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, ſo would I ; TP 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing.- 
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Good-night, -night ; parting is ſuch ſweet forrow, 

That I ſhall ſay good night till it be morrow. [ Exit. 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaſt ! 

Would I were ſleep and e, ſo ſweet to reſt ! 

Hence will I to my ghoſtly friar's cloſe cell, 

His help te crave, and my dear hap to tell. [ Exits 


—— 


. 


No. XXVII. ROMEO and JULIET: 
Acr III. Scene III. The Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 


FRIAR. 
OMEO, come forth; come forth, thou fearful man, 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calamity, 
Rem. Father, what news? what is the E doom? 
What ſorrow craves acquaintance at my 
That I yet know not? 
Fri. Too familiar 
l my dear ſon with ſuch ſour company. 
bring thee tidings of the Prince's doom 
Rom. What leſs than doomſday is the Prince's doom ? 
Fri. A gentler judgment vaniſh'd from his lips, 
Not body's death, but body's baniſhment. 
Rom. Ha, baniſhment! be merciful, ſay death; 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death. Do not ſay baniſhment. 
Fri. Here from Ferond art thou baniſhed, 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
Rom. There is no world without Verona, walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itſelf. 
Hence baniſh'd, is baniſhed from the world ; 
And world-exil'd, is death. That baniſhment 
Is death miſ-term'd ; calling death baniſhment, 
Thou cutt'ſt my head off with a golden ax, 
And ſmil'ſt upon the ſtroke that murders me. 


» 
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Fri. O deadly fin! O rude unthankfulneſs! 
Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind Prince, 
Taking thy part, hath ruſh'd aſide the law, 
And turn'd that black word death to baniſhment/ 
This is dear mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 


Rom. Tis torture, and not mercy. Heaven is here, 


Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog, 

And little monſe, every unworthy _—_ 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her ; 

But Romeo may not. More validity, 

More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip lives 

In carrion flies, than Romeo they may ſeize 

On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, 

And ſteal immortal bleſſings from her lips ; 

Which even in pure and veſtal modeſty 

Still bluſh, as thinking their own kiſſes fin, 

'This may flies do, when I from this muſt fly ; 

And fay'ſt thou yet that exile 15 not death ? 

But Romeo may not——he is baniſhed, 

Hadſt thou no poiſon mix'd, no ſharp-ground knife, 

No ſudden mean of death, though ne'er ſo mean, 

But baniſhed, te kill me? Baniſhed ! 

O Friar, the damned uſe that word in hell; 

Howlings attend it. How haſt thou the heart, 

Being a divine, a ghoſtly confeſſor, 

A ſin-abſolver, — my friend profeſs'd, 

To mangle me with that word, Baniſhment ? 
Fri. Fond madman, hear me ſpeak. ——— 
Rom. O, thou wilt ſpeak again of baniſhment. 
Fri. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word, 

Adverſity's tweet milk, R | 

To comfort thee, though thou art baniſh'd. 

Rom. Yet baniſhed? Hang up philoſophy ; 

Unleſs philoſophy can make a Fal, 

Diſplant a town, reverſe a Prince's doom, 

It helps not, it prevails not. Talk no more 
Fri. O, then I ſee that madmen have no ears. 


Rom. How ſhould they, when that wiſe men have no eyes 


Fri. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate. 


Rem. Thou canſt not ſpeak of what thou doſt not feel; 


Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 
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1 hour but married, Bůbalt murdered ; 
Doting like me, and like me baniſhed ; | 
ſhen might'f thou ſpeak, then might'ſ thou tear thy hair, 
ind fall upon the ground as I do now, 
[aking the meaſure of an unmade grave. 
[Throwing himſelf on the ground. 
Fri. Ariſe, one knocks, Good Romeo hide thyſelf. 
: Knock within, 
Rim. Not J, unleſs the breath 6f heart- ſick groans, 
Miſt-like, infold me from the ſearch of eyes. [ Knock, 
Fri. Hark, how they knock !—(who's there?) - Romeo, 


ariſe. 


Run to my ſtudy— (By and by)—God's will! 

What wilfulneſs is this ?—I come, I come, [ Knock, 

Who knocks ſo hard ? whence come you? what's your will ? 

Nurſe. [ Within. ] Let me come in, and you ſhall know my 
errand : 

come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri, Welcome, then. 


Enter Nurſe. 


Nurſe. O holy friar, oh tell me, holy friar, 
Yhere is my Lady's Lord? where's Romeo? 
Fri, There onthe ground, with his own tears made drunk. 
Nurſe. O he is even in my miſtreſs* caſe, 

ju in her caſe, O woeful ſympathy ! 

iteous predicament! even ſo lies ſhe, 
lubb'ring and weeping, weeping and blubbering. 
hand up, ſtand up ſtand, an you be a man: 
tor Tuliet's ſake, for her ſake, riſe and ſtand, 

Why ſhould you fall into ſo deep an—— 

Rom. O Nurſe! 
nurſe. Ah, Sir! ah, Sir Death is the end of all. 
Rem. Speak'ſt thou of Juliet? how is it with her? 

Doth ſhe not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have ſtain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood, remov'd but little from her own? 
Where is ſhe ? and how does ſhe ? and what ſays 
My conceal'd wy to our cancell'd love ? 
Mut. O, ſhe ſays nothing, Sir; but weeps and wy 
An 


Thou wilt be taken—(ſtay awhile)—ſtand up: [ Knocks. 


— 
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And now falls on her bed, and then ſtarts up; IT. 
And Tybalt cries, and then on Romeo calls, Ar 
And then down falls again. A 
Rom. As if that name, H. 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun, Bu 
Did murder her as that name's curſed hand Ti 
Murder'd her kinſman.—-- Tell me, friar, tell me, J. 
In what vile part of this anatomy Ge 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſack Af 
'The hateful manſion, [ Drawing his fon, Bu 
Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand. Fo 
Art thou a man? Thy form cries out thou art. W. 
Thy tears are womaniſh; thy wild acts denote Tc 
Th' unreaſonable fury of a beaft. Be 
Unſeemly woman in a ſeeming man? . 
And ill-beſeeming beaſt in ſeeming both! Th 
Thou haſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, Go 
T thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. An 
Haſt thou flain 256 ? wilt thou ſlay thyſelf ? W 
And lay the lady, that in thy life lives, Ry 
By doing damned hate upon thyſelf ? 4 
Why rail'ſt thou on thy birth, and heaven and earth, To 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet My 
In thee at once, which thou at once would loſe ? 
Fy ! fy! thou ſham'ſt thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit, £ 
l 


Which like a uſurer, abound'ſt in all, 
And uſeſt none in that true uſe indeed, 
Which ſhould bedeck thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit. 
Thy noble ſhape is but a form of wax, 

Digreſſing from the valour of a man; 

Thy dear love ſworn, but hollow perjury, 

Killing that love which thou haſt vow'd to cheriſli. 
Thy wit, that ornament to ſhape and love, 

Mil mapen in the conduct of them both, 

Like powder in a ſkillleſs ſoldier's flaſk, 

Is ſet on fire by thine own ignorance, 

And thou diſmember'd with thine own defence. 
What! rouſe thee man! thy Juliet is alive, 

For whoſe dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead; 
There art thou happy. Tyba/t would kill thee, 
But thou ſlew'ſt Halt. there thou'rt happy. too. 


The 
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The law, that threaten'd death, became. thy friend, 
And turn'd it to exile; there art thou happy. 
A pack of bleſſings light upon thy back, 
Happineſs courts thee in her beſt array, 
But, like a miſbehav'd and ſullen wench, 
Thou pout'ſt upon thy fortune and thy love, 
Take 4 take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed ; 
Aſcend her chamber ; hence, and comfort her : 
But, look, thou Ray not till the watch be ſet ; 
For then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua, 
Where thou ſhalt live till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy, 
Than thou went'ſt forth in lamentation. 
Go before, Nurſe. Commend me to thy lady, 
And bid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 
Which heavy ſorrow makes them apt unto, 
Remeo is coming. | 
Nurſe. O Lord, I could have ſtaid here all night long, 
To hear good counſel. Oh, what learning 1s! 
My Lord, I'll tell my Lady you will come, 
Nom. Do ſo, and bid my ſweet prepare to chide. 
Nurſe. Here, Sir, a ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir: 
Hie you, make haſte, for it grows very late. 
Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this! 
Fri, 2 hence. Good night. And here ſtands all your 
ate: 
Lither begone before the watch be ſet, 
Or by the break of day, diſguis'd from hence, 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man, 
and he ſhall ſignify from time to time 
Frery good hap to you, that chances here. 
Give me thy hand. *Tis late, Farewel. Good night. 
Rom. But that a joy, paſt joy, calls out on me, 
It were a grief, ſo brief to part with thee. [ Exeunt. 


No. XXVIII. 
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No. XXVIII ROMEO p JULIET, 
Acr IV. Scene III. Juliet's Chamber, 
Enter Juliet and Nurſe, 


A ULIET. 

V, thoſe attires are beſt. But, gentle Nurſe, 
I pray thee, leave me to myſelt to-night : 

For 1 have need of many oriſons 


'To move the heavens to ſmile upon my ſtate, 
Which, well thou know'ſt, is croſs, and full of fin, 


Enter Lady Capulet, 


La. Cap. What, are you buſy? Do you need my help? 
Jul. No, Madam, we have cull'd ſuch neceſſaries 

As are hchoveful for our ſtate to-morrow. 

So, pleaſe you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the Nurſe this night fit up with you; 

For, I am ſure, you have your hands full all, 

In this ſo ſudden buſineſs. 
La. Cap. Good night : 


Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. [ Excurt, 


Jul. Farewel—-God knows when we ſhall meet again! 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almoſt f722225 un the haat of lite. 
I'll call them back again to comfort me. 
Nurſe ! What ſhould ſhe do here ? 
My diſmal ſcene I needs muſt act alone: 
Come, phial what if this mixture do not work at all? 
Shall 1 of force be married to the Count? 
No, no, this ſhall forbid it. Lie thou there—— 


[ Laying down a dogg 


—— What if it be a poiſon, which the friar 
Subtly hath miniſter'd, to have me dead, 

Leſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is; and yet methinks it ſhould not, 
For he hath ſtill been tried a holy man. 
Ho, if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

] wake before the time that Romeo 

Comes to redeem me? There's a fearful point ! 


Sha! 
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Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault, 
To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome air breathes in, 
and there be ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? 
Or, if 1 live, is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terror of the place, 
in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
Where, for theſe many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried anceſtors are pack'd ; 
Where bloody Zybalr, yet but green in earth, 
Lies feſt'ring in his ſhroud ; where, as they ſay, 
At ſome hours in the night ſpirits reſort ; 
Alas, alas! is it not like, that I 
$ early waking, what with loathſome ſmells, 
And ſhrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad ! 
Or, if I wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 
Environed with all theſe hideous fears, 
And madly play with my forefathers joints, 
And pluck the mangled Zzbalt from his ſhroud ? 
And 1n this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone, 
As with a club, daſh out my deſp'rate brains? 
O look! Methinks I ſee my coulin's ghoſt 
decking out Romeo, that did ſpit his body 
Upon a rapier's point. Stay, 75%, ſtay! 
lenco, I come; this do I drink to thee. 
She throws herſelf on the bed. 


— 


n 


No. XXIX. —IIAM LET. 
AcT I. ScENE II. Hamlet. 


0 HamMLErT. 

IT, that this too, too ſolid fleſh would melt, 
e,, and reſolve itſelf into a dew ! 

Or that the Everlaſting had not fix'd | 

lib cannon gainſt ſelt-laughter! O God! O Gol! 
How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable 

«em to me all the uſes of this world! 


tir on't! oh fie ! tis an unweeded garden, 
That 
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That grows to ſeed ; things rank, and groſs in nature, 
Poſſeſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this 

But two months dead! nay; not ſo much; not two 
So excellent a King, that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a ſatyr; ſo loving to my mother, 

That he might not let even the winds of heaven 
Viſit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth 

Muſt I remember? — Why, ſhe would hang on him, 
As if increaſe of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on: yet within a month ——— 

Let me not think—Frailty, thy name is Woman ! 

A little month! or e'er thoſe ſhoes were old, 

With which ſhe follow'd my poor father's body, 
Like Niobe, all tears Why ſhe, even ſne 

O heaven! a beaft, that wants diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Would have mourn'd longer—married with mine uncle, 
My father's brother; but no more like my father, 
Than I to Hercules. Within a month! 

Ere yet the ſalt of moſt unrighteous tears 

Had left the fluſhing in her gauled eyes, 

She married. Oh, moſt wicked ſpeed, to poſt 

With ſuch dexteritv to inceſtuous ſheets ! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But break, my heart, for I muſt hold my tongue, 


Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 


Hor. Hail to your Lordſhip ! 
Ham. I am glad to ſee you well ; 
Horatio or I do forget myſelf? 
Hor. The ſame, my Lord, and your poor ſervant ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good friend, I'll change that name with 
ou ; 
And wit make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 
Marcellus ! | | 
Mar. My good Lord 
Ham. I am very glad to ſee you; good even, Sir. 
But what, in faith, make you from Mirtenberg? 
Hor. A truant diſpoſition, good my Lord. 
Ham. I would not hear your enemy ſay ſo; 
Nor ſhall you do mine ear that violence, 
To make it truſter of your own report 


Aga 


Scenes from Shakspeare's Plays. 333 


\zainſt yourſelf. I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affair in El/noor ? 

We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 
Her. My Lord, I came to ſee your father's funeral. 
Ham. I pr'ythee do not mock me, fellow ſtudent ; | 

[think it was to ſee my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it follow'd hard upon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio; the funeral Pak meat 

Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage: tables. 

Would I had met my deareſt fee in heaven, 

Or ever I had ſeen that day, Horatio 

My father ——methinks, I ſee my father. 

Hir. Oh where, my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Her. I ſaw him once, he was a goodly King. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 

[ hall not look upon his like again. 

Her. My Lord, I think I ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham. Saw | whom? | 
Hor. My Lord, the King your father. 

Ham. The king my father ! 

tir. Seaſon your admiration but awhile, 

With an attentive ear; till I deliver, 

Upon the witneſs of theſe gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham. For heaven's love, let me hear. 
Har. Two nights together had theſe gentlemen, 

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead vaſt and middle of the night 

den thus encounter d. A figure like your father, 

arm'd at all points exactly, cap à pie, 

Appears before them, and with ſolemn march 

boes flow and ſtately by them; thrice he walk'd 

by their oppreſs'd and fear- ſurpriſed eyes, 

Within his truncheon's length; whilſt they, diſtill'd 

Almoſt to jelly with the act of fear, 

"and dumb, and ſpeak not to him. This to me 

la dreadful ſecrecy impart they did, 

and I with them the third night kept the watch ; 

here, as they hadjdeliver'd, both in time, 

form of the thing, each word made true and good, 


ith 
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The apparition comes. I knew your father: 
Theſe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? 
Mar. My Lord, upon the platform where we walchd. Wn 
Ham. Did you not ſpeak to it ? 
Hor. My Lord, I did; 
But anſwer made it none; yet onee, methought, 
It lifted up its head, and did addreſs | 
Itſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak : 
But even then the morning cock crew loud ; 
And at the ſound it ſhrunk in haſte away, 
And vaniſh'd from our fight. 
Ham. Pis very ſtrange. 
Hor. As I do live, my honour'd Lord, 'tis true 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me, 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 
Both. We do, my Lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you ? 
Both. Arm'd, my Lord. 
Ham. From top to toe ? 
Both. My Lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then ſaw you not his face ? 
Hor. Oh, yes, my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 
Hor. A countenance more in ſorrow than in anger, 
Ham. Pale, or red? 
Hor. Nay, very pale, 
Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you? 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham. I would I had been there ! 
Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like, Staid it long ? 0p 
Hor. While one with moderate haſte might tell a hundred. . {+ 


Both. Longer, longer. Hold 
Her. Not when I ſaw *t. A vic 
Ham. His beard was griſly? Forw: 
Hier. It was, as I have ſeen it in his life, de 
A ſable ſilver'd. \o m 


Ham, I'll watch to-night ; perchance twill walk 1 Op 
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Hor. T warrant you it will. 
Han, If it aſſume my noble father's perſon, | 

PII ſpeak to it, though hell itſelf ſhould gape, 

and bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conceal'd this fight, 

Let it be treble in your ſilence ſtill : 

and whatſoever ſhall befall to-night, 

Give it an underſtanding, but no tongue; 

[ will requite your loves: ſo fare you well. 

Upon the platform *twixt eleven and twelve 

Ill viſit you. 

4. Our duty to your Honour. [E xeunt. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you. Farewel. 

My father's ſpirit in arms! all is not well. 

doubt ſome foul- play. Would the night were come! 

Till then ſit ſtill, my ſoul. Foul deeds will riſe, 

Though all the carth o'erwhelm'd them to men's eyes. 


[ Exit, 


— 


No. XXX. —HAMLE T. 


Act II. Scene III. Ar Apartment in Polonius's 
Houſe. 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia, |. 


| LAERTES. 
Y neceſlaries are embark'd. Farewel. 
and, ſiſter, as the winds give benefit, 
and convoy is aſſiſtant, do not ſleep, 
bit let me hear from you. 
035. Do you doubt that? 
ed, WW Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a faſhion, and a toy in blood; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, | | 
Forward, not permanent; though ſweet, not laſting : | 


de perfume and ſuppliance of a minute; 
o more. 


2. %%. No more but ſo? 


1 15 
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Laer. Think it no more; A 
For nature, creſcent, does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the mind and ſoul 


Grows wide withal, Perhaps, he loves you now ; [ 
And now no ſoil, nor cautel, doth beſmerch A 
The virtue of his will : but you muſt fear, 0 
His greatneſs weigh'd, his will is not his own; 
For fe himſelf is ſubject to his birth: T| 
He may not, as unvalued perſons do, A 
Carve for himſelf; for on his choice depend M 
The ſanity and health of the whole ſtate : 41 
And therefore muſt his choice be circumſcrib'd Se, 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body, N. 
Whereof he's head. Then, if he ſays he loves you, Be 
It fits your wiſdom ſo far to believe it, T 
As he in his peculiar act and place Gr 
May give his ſaying deed ; which is no further bu 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. Of 
Then weigh what loſs your honour may ſuſtain, Of 
If with too credent ear you liſt his ſongs; Be 
Or loſe your heart, or your chaſte treaſure open 0¹ 
To his unmaſter'd importunity. [a 
Fear it, Ophelia fear it, my dear ſiſter ; of 
And keep within the rear of your affection, Bu 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſire. Fu 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, An 
If ſhe unmaſk her beauty to the moon: Ar 
| Virtue itſelf 'ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes; de 
The canker galls the infants of the ſpring, 101 
Too oft before their buttons be diſelos'd; Au 
| And in the morn and liquid dew of youth Th 


Contagious blaſtments are moſt imminent, An. 
Be wary then; belt ſafety lies in fear ; Ih 


Youth to itſelf rebels, though none elſe near. Far 
Opb. I ſhall the effects of this good leſſon keep, [ 
As watchmen to my heart. But, good my brother, / 
Do not, as ſome ungracious paſtors do, 1 
Shew me the ſteep and thorny way to heaven; Wh 
Whilſt, like a puff'd and careleſs libertine, # 


Hime! 
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Himſelf the primroſe path of dalliance treads, 


And recks not his own read. | 
Laer. Oh, fear me not. 


Enter Polonius. 


ſtay too long; —but here my father comes: 
A double bleſſing is a double grace: 
Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond leave. 
Pol. Yet here, Laertes! Aboard, aboard, for ſhame ; | 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder of your fail, | 
And you are ftaid for. There; 
My bleſſing with you; ¶ Laying hes hand on Laertes's head. 
And theſe few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Gave thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act: 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar : 
The friends theu haſt, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy ſoul with hooks of ſteel ; 
but do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel! ; but being in, 
Bear 't, that the oppoler may beware of thee. 
Live every man thine car; but few thy voice: 
lake each man's cenſure ; but reſerve thy judgment, 
Coitly thy habit as thy purſe can buy, 
hut not expreſs'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy : 
tor the apparel oft proclaims the man; 
Aud they in France of the beſt rank and ſtation 
e moſt ſelect and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be; 
or loan oft loſes both itſelf and friend, | 
Aud borrowing dulls the edge of huſbandry. = 
This above all; to thine awn ſelf be true; 
and it muſt follow, as the night the day, 
ou canſt not then be falſe to any man. 
tarewel ; my bleſüng ſeaſon this in thee ! 
baer. Moſt humbly do I take my leave, my Lord. 
Vel. The time invites you; go, your ſervants tead, 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have ſaid. 


Us. "I's ia my memory lock'd, g 


— I —— - 


mii! 


And 
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And you yourſelf ſhall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. [ Exit Laer. 
Pol. What i»'t, Ophelia, he hath ſaid to you ? 
Oh. So pleaſe you, ere touching the Lord Hanl:, 
Pal. Marry, well bethought ! | 
*'T'is told me, he hati very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you yourſelf 
Have of your audience been moſt free and bounteous, 
It it be ſo, as ſo 'tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution, | mult tell you, 
You do not underſtand yourſelf ſo clearly, 
As it behoves my daughter and your honour. 
What is between you; Give me up the truth. 
Ob. Be hath, my Lord, of late, made many tenders 
Of his anlestion to me. 
Pol. Atfection! puh! you ſpeak like a green girl, A 
Unſfitted in ſuch perilous circumſtance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 
0: F. I do not know, my Lord, what I ſhould think, 1 
Pal. Marry, I'll teach you. Think yourſelf a baby, 
Taat you have ta'en Jus tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ſterling. Tender yourſelf more dearly; 
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phraſe, 
Wronging it thus) vou'll tender me a fool. 
O:h. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with love, 
In honourible falllion. W. 
Pol. Ay, faſhion you may call't: Go to, go to. 
O25, And hath giv'n couut'nance to his ſpeech, my Lord, WW W 
With almoſt all the holy vows of heaven. Y 


= ＋— — S© ty iS hy 


pt 


Pol. Ay, ſpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know, ke 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the ſou] A 
Lend; the tongue vows. Theſe blazes, oh my daughter, Ti 
Giving more light than Feat, extinct in both, I'h 
Ev'n in their promiſe, as It is a making, 
You muſt not take for hre. From this time, 
Be ſomewhat ſcanter of tay maiden preſence ; Bu 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate Aa 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, Me 
Believe ſo much in him, that he is young; Th 
And with a larger tether he may walk, Ma 

Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia, Th 


Do 


Do 


- 
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No not believe his vows; for they are brokers, 
Not of tat dye which their inveſtments ſhew, 
But mere 14nplorers of unkoly ſuits, 
Breathing like ſanctiſied and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all: 
[ woald not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you ſo ſlander any moment's leiſure, & 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet. 
Look to't, I charge you. Come your way. 
O. 1 ſhall obey, my Lord. [ Exeunt. 


No. XXXI—4["TITAMLET. 
Act II. Scene IV. The Platform before the Palace, 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 


T HAML Rr. 
HE air bites ſnrewdly; it is very cold, 

Ihr. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Iſam. What hour now ? 

Hr. I think it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it 1s ſtruck. 

lor. J heard it not. It then draws near the ſeaſon 
Wuerein the ſpirit held his wont to walk. 

[Note of wwarlite muſic within, 

What does this mean, my Lord? 

lam. The King doth wake to-night, and takes his rouſe, 
Keeps waſſel, and the ſwagg'ring up-ſpring reels ; 
441 as he drains his draughts of Rheniſh down, 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
lhe triumph of his pledge. 

Aer. 1; it a cuſtom ? 

lam. Ay, marry is't: 
But to my mind, though I am native here, 
Anil to the manner born, it is a cuſtom 
More honvur'd in the breach than the obſervance, 
I his heavy-headed revel, eaſt and weſt, 
Mabes us traduc'd and tax'd of other nations; 
hey Clepe us drunkards, and vith ſwinith phraſe 
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Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 

From our atchievemeats, though perform'd at height, 
'The pith and marrow of our attribute, 

So, oft it chances in particular men, 

That for ſome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

Since nature cannot chuſe his origin, 
By the o'ergrowth of ſome 2 | 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reaſon ; 
Or by ſome habit, that too much o'erleavens 
'The form of plauſive manners ; that theſe men 
Carrying, I ſay, the ſtamp of one defect, 

Being nature's hvery, or fortune's ſcar, 

Their virtues elſe, be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergo, 

Shall in the general cenſure take corruption 
From that particular fault. The dram of baſe 
Doth all the noble ſubſtance of worth out, 

To his own ſcandal. 


Enter Ghoſt. 


Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes! 

Ham. Angels and miniſters of grace defend us! 
Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 

That I will ſpeak to thee, I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: oh! anſwer me; 
Let me not burſt in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy canonz'd bones, hears'd in death, 
Have burtt their cearments? Why the ſepulchre, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly m-urn'd, 

Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To caft thee up again? What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corle, again, in complete ſteel, 
Reviſit'ſt thus the glimpſes of the moon, 
Making night hidcous, and us tools of nature, 
So horribly to ſhake our diſpoſition 

Witl: thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls ? 


* 


day, 
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Say, why is this? Wherefore ? What ſhould we do? 
[ Ghoft beckons Hamlet, 
Her. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone. . 
Mar. Look, with what courteous action 
t waves you off to a removed ground: 
But do not go with it. | 
Hor. By no means. 1 Hamlet. 
Ham. It will not ſpeak: then I will follow it. 
Hor. Do not, my por] 
Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear ? 
do not ſet my life at a pin's fee 
And, for my ſoul, what can i do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itſelf? _ 
It waves me forth again. I'll follow it 
Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my Lord 
Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff, 
That beetles o'er his baſe into the ſea ; 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your ſovereignty of reaſon, 
And draw you into madneſs ? Think of it. 
The very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks ſo many fathoms to the ſea, 
And hears it roar beneath, | 
Ham. It waves me ftill.-Go on, PI! follow thee. 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord. 
Ham, Hold off your hands. 
Mar. Be ruPd, you ſhall not go. 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemear lion's nerve. 
Still am I call'd. Unhand me, gentlemenꝛqyq 
E reaking from them 
By heaven, I'll make a ghoſt of him that lets me. 
I fay, away—Go on—P'll follow thee. 
[ Exeunt Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
Mar, Let's follow! Tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have aftetr,-To what iflue will this come? 


Q. 3 


Mar. 
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Mar. Something is rotten in the ſtate of Denmort. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. ; 
Mar. Nay, let's tollow ham. = - © [Exean, 


r 


No. XXXII.—H AM LET. 
AcrT II. Scene IV. A remote part of the Platform, 
Re-enter Ghot and Hamlet. | 


— 


53 


W HAMLET. | 
HITHER wiltthou lead me? Speak, I'll gono further, 
G. Mark me. 
Ham. I will. | 
GH. My hour is almoſt come, 
When I to ſulphurous and tormenting flames 
Muſt render up myſelf, | 
Ham. Alas, poor Ghoſt! 
Ghoſt. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. | 
Ham. Speik, I am bound to hear, 
Gho/?. So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt hear, 
Ham. What? 
Get. I am thy father's ſpirit ; 
Deom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 
And for the day, confin'd to faſt in fires ; 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
Jo tell the ſecrets of my priſon-houſe, | 
I could a tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 
Would harrow up thy ſoul, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes, like ſtars, ſtart from their ſpheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to ftand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine ; 
But this eternal blazon muſt not be 
To ears of fleſh and blood. Liſt, lift, oh liſt ! 
| If thou did ever thy dear father love k 
” .- Ha. Q heaven! 
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Ge. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural murder. 
Ham. Murder ? 
Gheft. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural. : 
Ham. Haſte me to know it, that 1, with wings as ſwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May ſweep to my revenge. 
Gh5/?. 1 find thee apt; 
And duller ſhouldft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots itſelf in eaſe on Lele's whart, 
Wouldſt thou not ſtir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear. 
Tis given out, that, ſleeping in my orchard, 
A ſerpent ſtung me. So the whole ear of Denmark 
s by a forged proceſs of my death 
Rankly abus'd ; but know, thou noble youth, 
The ſerpent that did ſting thy father*s life 
Now wears his crown. 
Ham. Oh, my prophetic ſoul! my uncle? 
Ghoſt. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with trait'rous gifts, 
O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to ſeduce ! won to his ſhameful luſt 
The will of my moſt ſeeming-virtuous Queen. 
Oh Hamlet, what a falling-otf was there! 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whoſe natural gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine ! 
But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Though lewdneſs court it in a ſhape of heaven; 
do Juſt, though to a radiant angel link'd, 
Will fate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 
And prey on garbage. 
But, loft! methinks, I ſcent the morning air 
Brief let me be. Sleeping within mine orchard, 
My cuſtom always of the afternoon, 
Upon my ſecret hour thy uncle ſtole, 
* ith juice of curſed hebenon in a phial, 
Aud in the porches of mine ear did pour 
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The leperous diſtilment; whoſe effect 
Holds ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 
That ſwift as quickſilver it courſes through 
'The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a ſudden vigour, it doth poſſet 
And curd, like eager _—_— into milk, 


The thin and wholeſome blood: ſo did it mine, 1 
And a moſt inſtant tetter bark'd about, x ; 
Mott lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt, 8 


Ail my ſmooth body. 

Thus was 1, ſleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once diſpatch'd; | 

Cut off, even in the bloſſoms of my fin, | 

Unhouſel'd, diſappointed, unanneal'd : 

No reck'ning made, but ſent to my account 

Vith all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh, horrible! oh, horrible! moſt horrible! 

If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned inceſt. 

But howſocver thou purſu'ſt this act, 

Tai not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul contrive 

Againſt thy mother aught; leave her to heaven, 

And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To prick and ſting her. Fare thee well at once! 

The glow-worm ſhews the matin to be near, 

And 'gins to pale his ineffectual fire. 

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. Exit. 
Ham. Oh, all you hoſt of heaven! oh earth! what elle! 

And hill I couple hell ?!—Oh, hold my heart, 

And you, my ſinews, grow not inſtant old; 

But bear me ſtifflly up. Remember thee 

Ay, thou poor Ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 

In this diſtracted globe. Remember thee —— 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All ſaws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, 

That youth and obſervation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 


Unmix d 
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Fnmix'd with baſer matter. Ves, by heaven. 

O moſt pernicious woman! : 

Oh villain, villain ! ſmiling damned villain ! 

My tables - meet it is, I ſet it down, 3 

That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be a villain! 

At leaſt I'm fure it may be ſo in Denmark. [ Writing,. 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word; 

It is, Adieu, adieu remember me. 

P've ſworn it. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus, 


Her. My Lord, my Lord 
Mar. Lord Hamlet“ 
Hor. Heaven ſecure him! 
Mar. So be it. 
Her. Hillo, ho, ho, my Lord! 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! Come, bird, come. 
Mar. How 1s't, my noble Lord? 
Hor. What news, my Lord? 
Ham. Oh, wonderful! 
Hor. Good my Lord, tell it. 
Ham. No, you'll reveal tt. 
Her. Not I, my Lord, by heaven, 
Mar. Nor I, my Lord. 
Ham. Haw ſay you then, would heart of man once think 
it? | 
But you'll be ſecreto—— 
Beth. Ay, by heaven, my Lord. 
Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in al! Deamar#, 
But he's an arrant knave. 
Hr. There needs no ghott, my Lord, come from the 
grave 
To tell us this: 
Ham. Why right, you are in the right; 
And ſo, without more circumſtance at all, 
Fhold it fit that we ſhake hands and part; 
You, as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall point you; 
For every man has buſineſs and deſite, 
duch as it is; and, for my own poor part, 


1 Will 80 Pray. 
5 Iſur. 
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Hor. Theſe are but wild and whirling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I am ſorry they offend you, heartily ; 

Yes, heartily. 
Her. 'T here's no offence, my Lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, my Lord, 

And much offence too. Touching this viſion here, 

It is an honeſt Ghoſt ; that let me tell you: 

For your defire to know what is between us, 

O'er-maſter it as you may. And now, good friends, 

As you are friends, ſcholars and ſoldiers, 

Give me one poor requeſt. 

Hor. What is't, my Lord? 

Ham. Never make known what you have ſeen to-night, 

Both. My Lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but ſwear't. 

Hcr. In faith, my Lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my word. 

Mar. We have ſworn, my Lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my ſword, indeed. 

Gheſt. Swear. [ Choft cries under the flage. 

Ham. Ah ha, boy, ſay'ſt thou {a * Art thou there, truc- 
penny ? 

Come on, you hear this fellow in the cellarage. 

Conſent to ſwear, 

Her. Propeſe the oath, my Lord. 
Ham. Never to ſpcak of this that you kave ſeen, 

Swear by my (word. 

G. Swear. G 
| Ham. Hic & ubique ? Then we'll ſhift our ground. 

Come tkither, gente men, | 

And lay your | Hor again upon my ſword. 

Never to ak of this which you have heard, 

Swear |; uy iword. 

Ghoſt. Swear by his ſword. : 
* Well ſaid, old mole; can't work i” the ground 10 
ail? 

A worthy pioneer! Once more remo+ie, good friends. 
Hor. Oh da und nigat, but this 1s wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. And t: tore as a ſtranger give it welcome. 

There are more chings in heaven and earth, Horatia, 1 

121 
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Than are dreamt of in your philoſophy. But come, 
Her:, as before, never. (ſo help you mercy !) 
How range or old ſoe'er I bear myſelf, 
As I perchance hereafter ſhall think meet 
To put an anrick diſpoſition on, 
That you, at ſuch time ſeeing me, never ſhall, 
With rms encumber'd thus, or this head-ſhake, 
Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful phraſe, | 
As, Well-—ave know -r, We could, and if we avorld—— 
Or, If wwe lit v Deaf - or, T here be, and if there might 
Or ſuch ambiguous giving out, denote 
That you know aught of me: This do ye ſwear, 
So grace and mercy at your moſt necd help you! 
Swear. 
Gheft, Swear, 
Ham. Reſt, reſt, perturbed ſpirit, So, gentlemen, 
With all my love do I commend me to you; 
And what ſo poor a man as /am/ct 15 
May do to expreſs his love and friending to you, 
God willing, ſhall not lack. Let us go in together, 
And ſtill your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time 1s out of joint ; oh, curſed {pite ! 
That ever I was born to fect it right. 
Nay, come, let's go together. [ Excant. 


* 
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No. XXXIIL—HAMLET. 
Acr III. Scexe IV. The Qeen's Apartment. 


Enter Queen aud Polonius. 


I Polo ius. 
1E will come ſtraight ; look, you lay home to him; 
Fell him, his pranks have been too bread to bear with, 
and that your Grace hath ſcreen'd and ſtood between 
Much heat and him. I'll filence me e'en here; 
Ta you, be round with him. 

Ha [awwithin.] Mother, mother, mother 

Q & Queen. 
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Queen. Il warrant you, fear me not. 
Withdraw ; 1 bear him coming. 


( Polonus hides himſelf behind the arrat. 


Enter Hamlet, 


Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter ? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offended, 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
. Leen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue, 


Hm. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked tongue. 
Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet? 


Ham. What's the matter now? 
Yueen. Have you forgot me? 
Ham. No, by the rood, not fo: 

You are the Queen, your huſband's brother's wife; 

But, would you were not fo !—You are my mother. 
Quern. Nay, then I'll fet thoſe to you that can ſpeik, 
Him. Come, come, and fit you down; you ſhall not budge. 

You go not, till I ſet you up a glaſs 

Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you. 

Qucen. What wilt thou do? Thou wilt not murder me, 

Help, ho! 

Pol. What ho, help ! [ Behind the aire: 
Hum, How now, a rat? Dead for a ducat, dead. 


[Hamlet kills Polonlus 
P.. Oh, I am ſlain! 


Vere Oh me, what halt thou done? 

Ilam. Nay, I know not: is it the King ? 

24en, Oh, what a raft and bloody deed is this! 
Hlam. A bloody deed; almoſt as bad, good mother, 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Vueen. As Fan a King? 

Ham. Ay, lady, *twas my word. | 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding fool, farewel! [Ts Polonia, 
{ took thee for thy betters; take thy fortune. 

Thou had'ft, to be too buſy, is ſome danger. 

Leave wringing of yaor hands: peace, fit you down, 
And let me wring your heart; for fo I ſhall, 

If it be made of penetrable ſtuff; 

If damned cuſtom have not braz'd it fo, 

bat it be proof and bulyark again ſenſe, 
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LQucen. What have I done, that thou dar'ſt wag thy 


tongue 

In noiſe ſo rude againſt me? 

lam. Such an act, 
That blurs the grace and bluſh of modeſty ; 
Calls virtue hypocrite; takes off the roſe 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And ſets a bliſter there; makes marriage vows 
As falſe as dicers' oaths—Oh, ſuch a dced, 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very ſoul; and ſweet religion makes 
A rhapſody of words. Heaven's face doth glow ; 
Yea, this ſolidity and compound mals, 
With triſtful viſage, as againſt the doom, 
Is thought-ſick at the act. 

Queen, Ah me! what act, ; 
That roars ſo loud, and thunders in the index ? 

Ham. Look here upon this picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers: 
See, what a grace was ſeated on this brow ; 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Fowe himſelf ; 
An eye, like Mars, to threaten or command ; 
A {tation, like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kifing hill; 
A combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every God did ſeem to ſet his ſcal, 
o give the world aſſurance of a man. 
This as your huſband ——Look you now, what follows; 
Here is your huſband, like a mildew'd ear, 
Blaſting his wholeſome brother. Have you eyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it love; for, at your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, 'tis humble, 
And waits upon the judgment; and what judgment 
Would ſtep from this to this? Senſe, fare, you have, | 
lie could you not have motion; but, ſure, that ſenſe 
Is apoplex'd, for madneſs would not err; | 
Nor ſenſe to ecſtaſy was ne'er ſo thrall'd, 
But it reſerv'd ſome quantity of choice 
To ſerve in ſuch a difference.—What devil was't, 


Thar ' 
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That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman blind? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without ſight, 0 ft 
Ears without hands or eyes, ſmelling /a:s all, 


Or but a ſickly part of one true ſenſe os 
Could not ſo mope. f } 
O ſhame! where is thy bluſh ? Rebellious hell, F 
Tf thou canſt mutiny in a matron's bones, Th 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, I 
And melt in her own fire, Proclaim no ſhame, Fo 
When the compulſiye ardour gives the charge3 1 
Since froſt itſelf as actively doth burn, Ye 
And reaſon panders will. | Ide 

Queen. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more. U 
Thou turn'ſt mine eyes into my very ſoul; $ 


And there I ſee ſuch black and grained ſpots, 
As will not leave their tin, 
Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank ſweat of an inceſtuous bed, 
Stew'd in corruption, honeying and making love 
Over the naſty ty ! 
Queen. Oh, ſpeak no more; 
Theſe words like daggers enter in mine ears. 
No more, ſweet Hamlet. 
Ham. A murderer, and a villain ! 
A ſlave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord! a vice of Kings 
A cutpurſe of the empire and the rule, 
That from a ſhelf the precious diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his pocket. 
Queen. No more. 


Enter Ghoſt. 


Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, Starting . 
You heavenly guards! What would your gracious figute ? 
Auen. Alas, he's mad !lJ—— 


Ham. Do you not come your tardy ſon to chide, 


That, laps'd in time and paſſion, lets go by 


The important acting of your dread command? 
O ſay! 
Gheft. Do not forget, This viſitation 
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but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother ſits ; 
0 ſtep between her and her fighting ſoul : 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſtrongeſt works. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham. How is it with you, lady? 
2ucen. Alas, how 15't with you, 
That thus you bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the incorporal ait do hold diſcourſe ? 
Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep 
And, as the ſleeping ſoldiers in the alarm, 
Your bedded hairs, hike life in excrements, 
Start up, and ſtand on end. O gentle ſon, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 
Ham. On him! on him Look you how pale he glares! 
His form and cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to Rones 
Would make them capable. Do not look on me, 
Leſt with this piteous action you convert 
My ſtern effects; then what 1 have to do, 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood. 
Queen. To whom do you ſpeak this ? ; 
Ham. Do you ice nothing there? | Pointing io the Gheſt, 
Dueen. Nothing at all; yet all that is I fee. 
[{am. Nor did you nothing hear? 
Jueen. No, nothing but ourſelves. 
Ham. Why, look you there! Look how it fteals away ! 
My father in his habit as he liv'd ! 
Look where he goes, even now, out at the portal. [| Zxit CH. 
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain. 
This bodileſs creation ecſtaſy 
Is very cunning in. 
Ham. Ecſtaſy! 
My pulſe, as yours, doth temp'rately keep time, 
And makes an healthful muſic. Tis not madneſs 
That I have utter'd. Bring me to the teſt, 
And I the matter will re-word ; which madneſs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction io your ſoul, 
Tha: not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs, ſpeaks : 
It will but Kin and film the ulcerous place; 
Whilſt 
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Whilſt rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unſeen. Confeſs yourſelf to heaven; 
Repent what's paſt, avoid what is to come ; 
And do not ſpread the compoſt on the weeds 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue; 
For, in the fatneſs of tlteſe purſy times, 
Virtue itſelf of Vice muſt pardon beg, 
Yes, curb and woo, for leave to do it good. 
2ucen. Oh, Hamlet!“ thou haſt cleft my heart in twain, 
Ham. O, throw away the worſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night; but go not to mine uncle's bed : 
Aſſume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monſter Cuſtom, who all ſenſe doth cat 
Of habits, devil, is angel vet in this; 
'F hat to the uſe of actions fair and good 
He likewiſe gives a frock, or-livery, 
That aptly is put on. Refrain to- night; 
And that ſhall lend a kind oi caſineſs 
'To the next abſtinence; the next more eaſy; 
For uſe can almoſt change the ſtamp of nature, 
And maſter ev'n the devil, or throw him out 
With wond'rous potency. Once more, good night ! 
And when you are defirous to be bleſt, 
JI] bleſhng beg of you, For this ſame Lord, 

- [ Pointmg to Polonies 
do repent : but heaven hath pleas'd it fo, | 
To puniſh this with me, and me with this, 

That I muſt be their ſcourge and miniſter. 
I will beftow him, and will anſwer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night! 
I muſt be cruel, only to be kind; 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
One word more, good lady.. f 

Queen. What thall I do? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do: 
Let the bloat King tempt you again to bed; 
Piach wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouſe ;. 
And let him, for a pair of recchy kiftes, 
Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers; 
Make you to ravel all this matter out; 1 
ü . at 
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That I eſſentially am not in madneſs, 
But mad in craft. Twere good you let him know. 
For who that's but a Queen, fair, ſober, wiſe, 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gibbe, 
Such dear concernings hide? Who would do ſo ? 
No, in deſpite of ſenſe and ſecrecy, 
Unpeg the baſket on the houſe's top, 
Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape, 
To try concluſions, in the baſket creep; 
And break your own neck down. 
21zer. Be thou aflur'd; if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
Whyt thou haſt ſaid to me. 
11:m. I muſt to England, you know that? 
Quce n. Alack, I forgot; 'tis ſo concluded on. 
Ham. There's letters feal'd : and my two (chool-fellows, 
Whom I will truſt, as I will adders fang'd, 
They bear the mandate ; they muſt ſweep my way, 
And marſhal me to knavery. Let it . 
For 'tis the ſport, to have the engineer 
Hoilt with his own petard ; and 't ſhall go hard, 
But Iwill delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon. O, tis moſt ſweet, 
When in one line two crafts directly meet! 
This man ſhall ſet me packing. 
Il lug the guts into the neighbour room. 
Mother, good-night.—lndeed, this counſellor 
Is now molt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt grave, 
Who was in life a fooliſh prating knave, 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good-night, mother. [Exit Hamlet, tugging in Polonius. 
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No. XXXIV HAMLET, 
Acr V. Scene I. A Churchyard. 
Enter two Clowns with ſpades, Fc. 


1 CLown. 


|| ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian burial, that wilfully ſeeks 
her own ſalvation ? 


2 Clown. 
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2 Cloaon. I tell thee, ſhe is; therefore make her prave 
ſtraight. The crowner hath ſat on her, and find: it Chris- 
tian burial. 

1 Clown. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drowned herſelf in 
her own defence ? 

2 Clown, Why, *tis found ſo. 

1 Chwn, It muſt be % offendendo, it cannot be elſe. Per 
here lies the point: if 1 drown myſelf wittingly, it argues 
an act; and an act hath three branches; it i, to act, 10 do, 
and to perform. Argal, ſhe drown'd herſelf wittingly. 

2 Clown. Nay, but hear you, goodman Delwer, 

1 Clown, Give me leave, Here lies the water; god: 
here ſtands the man; good. If the man go to this water 
and drown himſelf, it is, will he, nill he, he gocs ; mar. 

ou that: but if the water comes to him, and drown hum, 
drowns not himſelf. Argal, he that is not guilty of lus 
own death, ſhortens not his own life. 

2 Cleaun. But is this law? 

1 Clown. Ay, marry is't, crowner's queſt-law. 

2 Clown, Will you ha' the truth on't? If this had not 
been a gentlewoman, the ſhould have been buried out of 
Chriſtian burial. 

1 Clown, Why, there thou ſayſt. And the more pity, 
that great folk ſnould have countenance in this world to 
drown or hang themſelves, more than their even Chriſtian. 
Come, my ſpade. There is no ancient gentlemen but gar- 
deners, ditchers, and grave-makers ; they hold up Adam's 
pros eſſion. 

2 C/own., Was he a gentleman ? 

1 C/zzvr. He was the firſt that ever bore arms. 

2 Clewn. Why, he had none. 

1 Clown. What, art a heathen ? How doſt thou under- 
ſtand the Scripture ? The Scripture ſays, Awam digg'd: 
could he dig without arms? I'll put another queſtion to tec; 
if thou anſu ereſt me ne to the purpoſe, conteſs thyſelt 

2 Clown. Go to. 

1 C/ozvn, What is hee chat builds ſtronger than either the 
maſon, the ſhipwright, or dne carpenten: : 

2 Cle en. The gallows-maker : for that frame out!1ves 4 
thouſand tenants. 

1 Clozor, 1 like thy wit well, in good faith. The gal- 


lows 
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lows does well; but how does it well? It does well to thoſe 
that do ill: now thou doſt ill, to ſay the gallows is built 
ſtronger than the church; argal, the gallows may do well 
to thee, To't again, come. 

2 Clown. Who builds ſtronger than a maſon, a ſhip- 
wright, or a carpenter ? | 
1 Chwn. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 
2 Clown. Marry, now I can tell. 
1 Clown. 'To't: 
2 Clown, Maſs, I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a diſtance. 


1 Clown. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your 
dull aſs will not mend his pace with beating ; and when 
ou are aſk'd this queſtion next, ſay, a grave- maker: the 
3 he makes laſt till doomſday. Go, get thee to Jaughan, 


and fetch me a ſtoup of Hquor. | [ Exit 2 Clewr. 
| He digs and ſings. 
1 youth when I did love, did love, 
| Metoaught, it was wery faveet - 
To conrrad, ab, the time for, ab, my behove, 
Oh, methought, there was nothing meet. 


Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his buſineſs, that he 
ing at grave-n aking ? 

Her. Cuitom hath made it to him a property of eaſineſs. 

Ham. Iis &en ſo. The hand of little employment 
hath the daintier ſenſe. 


Clown ſings. 

But age, Twith his frealing eps, 
Hat cluww'd me in his © ch, 
And 1 ut ſhipped me into the land, 
As if bad never been fuch, 


Ham. That ſcull had a tongue in it, and could ſing once: 
how the kn:ve jowls it to the ground, as if it were Cain's 
Jaw-bone, that did the firſt murder! '1 his might be the 
pate of a politician, which this als v'er-ottices; one that 
voul! circumvent God, might it not? 

Ihr. It might, my Lord, 

Yam, Or ot à courtier, which could ſay, <* a 

«« tweet 
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«« ſweet Lord; how doſt thou, good Lord?“ This might 
be my Lord ſuch-a-one's, that prais'd my Lord ſuch-a-our' 
horſe, when he meant to beg it. Might it not? 

Flor. Ay, my Lord, 

Ham. Why e'en ſo; and now my lady Worrn's; chapleſ,, 
and knock'd about the mazzard with a ſexton's ſpade. 
Here's a fine revolution, if we had the trick to ſee't. Did 
theſe hones coſt no more the breeding, but to play at log. 
gats with 'em? Mine ake to think on't. | 


Clown ſings, 


A pick-ax and a fpade, a pade, 
For—and a fhrowding fheet ! 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For fuch a gueſt is meet. 

Ham. There's another. Why may not that be the cull 
of a lawyer? Where be his quiddits now? his quillets, hi; 
caſes, his tenures, and his tricks? Why does he ſuffer this 
rude knave now to knock him about the ſconce with a dirty 
ſhovel, and will not tell ham of his action of battery? Hum! 
This fellow might be in's time a great buyer of land, with 
his ſtatutes, his recognizances, his fines, his double vouchers, 
his recoveries. Ts this the fine of his fines, and the recovery 
of his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt ? Will 
bis vouchers vouch him no more of his purchaſes, and 
double ones too, than the length and breadth of a pair of 
indentures? The very conveyances of his lands will hardly lie 
in this box; and muſt the inheritor himſelf have no more? Ha? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of ſheep-ſkins ? 

Her. Ay, my Lord, and of calve-ſkins too. 

Ham. "I hey are ſheep and calves that ſeek out aſſurance n 
that, Iwill ſpeak to this fellow. Whoſe grave's this, lirrah? 

Cleaun. Mine, Sir 

O, a pit of clay fer to be made 
For ſuch a gueſt is meet. 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed, for thou lyeſt in't. 

Cloxun. You lye out on't, Sir, and therefore it is not yours; 
for my part, 1 do not lye in't, yet it is mine. g 

Ham. Thou doſt lye in't, to be in't, and ſay tis thine: 
tis for the dead, not for the quick; therefore thou liek. 


Cen. 


S 


a a, 5 << LY 


4 


A * > ts was 


—_— - 
— 


— 99 wm 9 mw — 


ce 


Scenes from Shakspeare's Plays. 357 


Chur. Tis a quick lie, Sir, 'twill away again from me 
to you. 

Ham. What man doſt thou dig it for? 

Clown, For no man, Sir. 

Ham, What woman then ? 

Clown. For none neither, 

Ham. Who 1s to be buried in't ? | 

Clown. One that was a woman, Sir? but reſt her ſoul, 
ſhe's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the knave is! We muſt ſpeak by the 
card, or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, Horatis, 
theſe three years 1 have taken note of 1t, the age 1s grown 
ſo picked, that the toe of the peaſant comes ſo near the heel 
of our courtier, he galls his kibe. How long haſt thou 
been a grave-maker ? 

Clown. Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that day 
that our laſt king Hamlet o'ercame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? 

Claaun. Cannot you tell that? Every fool can tell that. 
t was that very day that young Hamlet was born, he that 
was mad, and ſent into Ergland. 

Hum. Ay, marry, why was he ſent into Exzgland # 

Clown, Why, becauſe he was mad: he ſhall recover his 
wits there; or, if he do not, *tis no great matter there. 

Ham, Why ? 

Clown. Twill not be ſeen in him; there the men are as 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Chun. Very ſtrangely, they ſay. 

lum. How ſtrangely ? 

Clown. Faith, cen with lofing his wats. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clozon, Why here, in Denmark. I have been ſexton 
here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Iam How long will a man lie i“ the earth ere he rot? 

Clizvn. I' faith, if he be not rotten before he die, as we 
have many pocky corſes now-a-days that will ſcarce hold 
tne laying-in, he will laſt you ſome eight year, or nine 
year; a tanner will laſt you nine years, 

Ham, Why he more than another ? 

Clown. Why, Sir, his hide is fo tann'd with his trade, 
that he will keep out water a great while: and your water 

is 
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is a ſore decayer of your whoreſon dead body. Here's 
{cull now las lain in the carth three and twenty years. 

Ham. Who's was it? | 

Clogun. A whoreſon mad fellow's it was. Whoſe do you 
think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

Clown. A peſtilence on him for a mad rogue! he pour' 
a flaggon of Rheniſh on my head once. This ſame ſcull, 
Sir, was 7<rict's (cull, the king's jeſter, 

Ham. This? | 

Clown. E'en that. 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick! T knew him, Horatio; a fellow 
of inſinite jeſt ; of moſt excellent fancy: he hath borne me 
on his back a thouſand times: and now how abhorred in my 
imagination it is! My gorge riſes at it. Here k:mp thoſe 
lips, that I have kiſs'd I know not how oft. Where be 
your gibes now, your gambols, your ſongs, your flaſkes of 
merriment, that were wont to ſet the table on a roar? Not 
one now to mock your own grinning ! Quite chap ſallen! 
Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let her 
paint an inch thick, to this ſavour ſhe muſt come: make her 
laugh at that. —Pr*ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Jſan. What's that, my Lord ? | 

Ham. Doſt thou think Alexander look'd o' this faſtion 
1 the carth ? 

Her. ten ſo. 

Ham. And ſmelt ſo? Puh! [ Smelling to the ſcull. 

Hor. E'en fo, my Lord, 

Hem. lo what baſe uſes we may return, Horatio ! Why 
may not imagination trace the noble duſt of Alexander, till 
he find it ſtopping a bung-hole ? 

Her. were to conſider too Curiouſly, to conſider fo. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot: but to follow him thither 
with modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead it; as thus: 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth 
to duſt ; the duſt is earth; of earth we make loam ; and why 
of that loam, whereto he was converted, might they not 
ſtop a beer-barrel ! 

Imperial Cz/ar, dead and turn'd to clay, 

Might ſtop a hole to keep the wind away. 

Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 

Should patch a wall, t expel the winter's flaw! _ 
No. XXXV. 
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Acr I. Scene III. Council Chamber. Duke, 


Senators, Sc. 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Iago, Roderigo, 
and Officers. 


Duxe. 

VIIIa. Os hello, we muſt ſtraight employ you 
Againſt the general enemy Ottoman. : 
did not ſee you; welcome, gentle ſignior: { 75 Brabantio, 
We lack'd your counſel, and your help, to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours. Good your Grace, pardon me: 
Neither my place nor aught | heard of buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed : nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me; for my particular grief 
I; of ſo iood-gate and o'erbeiring nature, Gf 
That ic ingluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And yet is ſtill itſelf. 

Dube. Why, what's the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter! oh, my daughter ! — 

Sen, Dead ? 

Bra. To me; 
She is abus'd, ſtol'n from me, and corrupted 
By ſpells and medicines, bought of mountebanks ; 
For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, nor lame of ſenſe, 
Sans witchcraft, could not—— 

Date. Whoe'er he be that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herſelf, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter letter, 
After your own ſenſe; yea, though our proper ſon 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, it ſeems, 
Your ſpecial mandate for the ſtate affairs 
Hath hither brought. 

All. We're very ſorry for't. : 

Duke. What in your own part can you ſay to this? 4 

ra. 
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Bra. Nothing, but this 1s ſo. 

Oh, Moſt potent, grave, and reverend ſigniors, 
My very noble and approv'd ou maſters ; 
'That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true, I have married her; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in ſpeech, 
And little bleſt with the ſoft phraſe of peace ; 
For fince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt action in the tented field; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for myſelf. Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a round, unvarniſh'd tale deliver 
Of my whole courſe of love ; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
For ſuch procceding 1 am charg'd withal, 
I won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden, never bold ; 
Of ſpirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 
Bluſh'd at itſelf : and ſhe, in ſpite of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with that ſhe fear'd to louk on-— 
It is a judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect, 
That will confeſs, perfection ſo could err 
Againſt all rules of nature; and mult be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures powerful o'er the blood. 
Or with ſome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. | 

Duke. To vouch this 1s no proof, 
Without more certain and more overt teſt, 
Than theſe thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him. 

1 Sen. O, hello, ak; 
Did you by indirect and forced courſes 
Subdue and poiſon this young maid's affections ? 


2 
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Or came it by _ and ſuch fair queſtion 
As ſoul to ſoul affordeth ? 
Oth. I beſeech you, | 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her father; 
If you do fad me foul in her report, 
The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my life. 
Dake. Fetch Deſdemona hither. [ Exennt taus or three. 
0th. Ancient, conduct them; you beſt know the place. 
[Z uit lago. 
and till ſhe come, as truly as to heaven 
do confeſs the vices of my blood, 
so juſtly to your grave ears I'll preſent 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And ſhe in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Othello. 
Oh. Her father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Lill queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 
From year to year, the battles, ſieges, fortunes, 
That I have paſs'd. 
| ran it through, e'en from my boyiſh days, 
o the very moment that he bade me tell it: 
Wherein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 
Of hair-breadth *ſcapes in th' imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 
And fold to ſlavery ; of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my travel's hiſtory : 
Wherein of antres vaſt, and deſerts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills, whoſe heads touch heaven, 
It was my hint to ſpeak ; ſuch was the proceſs ; 
And of the Canibel; that each other eat; 
he Anthrepephagi, and men whoſe heads 
Do grow beneath their ſhoulders. All theſe to hear 
Would De/demona ſeriouſly incline ; 
But {till che houſe-aftairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as the could with haſte diſpatch, 
>1e'd come again, and with a greedy car 
Devour up my diſcourſe ; which L oblcrving, 
Took 
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Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 

"That I would all my pilgrimage dilate ; 

Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 

But not intentively. I did conſent, 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did ſpeak of ſome 4iftreſsful ſtroke 

That my youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done, 

She gave nie for my pains a world of gk; 

She ſwore, In faith, twas ſtrange, 'twas paſſing ſtrange, 
« Tas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful,” — 

Sbe wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it; vet the wiſh'd 

"Chat heaven had made her ſuch a man.—She thank'd me, 
And bade me, if I had a ſriend that lov'd her, 

I ſttould but teach him how to ©] my ſtory, 

And that would woo her. On this hint I ſpake : 

She lov'd me for the danger I had paſs'd, 

And I. lcv'd her that ſhe did pity hem: 

This only is the witchc.aft I have us'd. 

Here comes the lady; let her witneſs it. 


Enter Deſdemona, Iago, and Attendants. 


Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter too, 
Good Brabaxtio, 
Take up this mangled matter at the beſt. 
Men do their broken weapons rather uſe 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you hear her ſpeak ; 
If the tf > that ſhe was half the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man! Come hither, gentle miſtreſs : 
Do you perceive, in all this noble company, 
Where you moſt owe obedience? 

Def. My noble father, 
do perceive here a divided duty. 
To you I'm hound for life and education; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to reſpect you. You're the Lord of duty; 
I'm hitherto your daughter. But here's my huſband; 
And ſo much duty as my mother ſhew'd 


To you, preferring you before her father; 1 
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do much I challenge, that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor, my Lord. 
Bra. God be with you; I have done. 
Pleaſe it your Grace, ou to the ſtate affairs; 
| had rather to adopt a child than get it. 
Come hither, Moor : 
| here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haft already, with all my heart 
| would keep from thee. For your ſake, je cl, 
I'm glad at foul 1 have no other child; 
For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 

D:ke. Let me ſpeak like yourſelf; and lay a ſentence, 
Which, as a grife, or ſtep, may help theſe lovers 
luto you; favour. 
When re nedies are paſt, the griefs are ended 
By ſceing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. 

To moura a miſchief that is put and gone, 
the next way to draw new miſchief on. 
What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery n:akes. 
The robb'd, that ſmiles, ſteals ſumething from the thief ; 
He robs himfelf that ſpend: a bootleſs gricf. 
Bra. So, let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
We loſe it not, ſo long as we can (mile; 
He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears 3 
But he bears both the ſentence, and the ſorrow, 
That, to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow, 
Fnele ſentences, ro ſugar or to gall, 
Hang ſtrong on both Hes, are equivocal, 
vat words are words; I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
Leſeech you, now to the affairs o' th' State. 

Due, The Turk with a mighty preparation makes for 
ara. Othello, the fortitude of the place is beſt known 
you; and though we have there a ſubſtitute of moſt al- 
ed ſufficiency, yet opinion, a ſovereign miſtreſs of effeAs, 
throws a more ſafe voice on you: you muſt therefore be 
(vitent to fluhber the gloſs of your new fortunes with this 
wie Hubborn and boiltegons expedition, | 

3 Oh. 
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Orth. The tyrant cuſtom, moſt grave ſenators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel couch of war 
My thrice-driven hed of down, I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardineſs; and do undertake 
This preſent war againſt the Oztomzrtes. 

Moſt humbly therefore bending to your ſtate, 
I crave fit diſpoſition for my wife, 

Due reference of place, and exhibition, 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her father's. 

Bra. 1 will not have it ſo. 

Orth. Nor I. 

De/. Nor would I there reſide, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts 

By being in his eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding lend your proſperous ear, 
And let me find a charter in your voice 

T' aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. 

Duke. What would you, Deſdemona? 

De/. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My downright violence and ſtorm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world, My heart's ſubdued 
Even to the very quality of my Lord; 

I ſaw Ozhello's viſage in his mind, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 

Did I my ſoul and fortunes conſecrate. 

So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

The rites for which I love him are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interun ſhall ſupport, 

By his dear ablence. Let me go with him. 

Oh. Your voiccs, Lords. Beſecch you let her will 
Have a free way. I therefore beg it not, 

To pleaſe the palate of my appente ; 
Nor to comply with heat, the young affecte, 
In my defun and proper ſatisfaction; 
* But to be free and hbounteous to her mind. 
And heaven defend your good ſouls, that you thiuk 
I will your ſerious and great buſineſ, ſcant, 


— a SAI = _Fooi-' 


aa 


{\ 


a bans pg SY uw md * > %. ©£\ 


nd OD ED Up ee he 


Scenes from Shakspeare's Plays. 365 


For ſhe is with me. No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid foil with wanton dulneſs 
My ſpeculative and active inſtruments, 
That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs, 
Let houſewives make a ſkillet of my helm, 
And all indign and baſe adverines 
Make head againſt my eſtimation. 
Duke. Be it as you ſhall privatefy determine, 
Or for her ſtay or oing; the affair cries haſte ; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. You mult hence to-night. 
Def. To-night, my Lord ? 
Dake. This night. 
Oth. With all my heart. 
Duke. At nine i' the morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 
And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you, 
And fuch things elſe of quality and reſpec, 
As doth import you, | 
0h. Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient, 
A man he is of honeſty and truſt: 
To his conveyance I aſſign my wife, 
With what elſe needful your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. 
Duke. Let it be fo; | 
Good-night to every one. And, noble Signior, 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your ſon-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor. Uſe Deſuemona well - 
Bra. Look to her, Moor; have a quick eye to ſee: 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. f 
Exit Duke with Senators, 
Orth. My life upon her faith. Honeſt Jago, 
My De/demona muſt I leave to thee : 
I pr'ythee let thy wife attend on her; 
And bring her after in the beſt advantage. 
Come, Deſae mona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matter and direction 
T'o ſpeak with thee, We muſt ovey the time, [ Exeurr, 
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No. XXXVI.—OI HELLO. : 

AcT III. Scene III. An Apartment in the Paluce. Uni 
Enter Deſdemona, Caſho, ard AÆmilia. : 

B Dr5sDEMONA. ( 
E thou aſſur'd, good Cato, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf ( 

Emil. Good Madam, do. I know it grieves my husband | 
As if the cauſe were his. Th 

De/. Oh, that's an honeſt fellow. Doubt not, Caf, dee 
But I wiil have my Lord and you again | 
As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Moſt bounteous Madam, 1 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, \ 
He's never any thing but your true ſervant, 

De. I know't; 1 thank you. You do love my Lord; 
You've known him long; and, be you well aflur'd, | 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off U. 
Than in a politic dift-nce, 4 

Ca. Ay, but, lady, l 
That policy may cither laſt ſo long, [ 
Or iced upon ſuch nice and waterith diet, 

Or breed itſelf fo out of circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupplied, . 


My General will forget my love and ſervice. / 
Deg. Do not doubt that; before #mila here, 

give tace warrant, of thy place. Aſſure thee, 

It } do vow a friendſhip, I'll perform it 

To the laſt article. My Lord ſhall never reſt; 

T'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 

Ftis bed ſhall ſeem a ſchool, his board a ſhrift; 

Fil intermingle every thing he does 

With Cay:7's ſuit : therefore be merry, Cao; 

For thy iolicitor ſhall rather dic 

Than give thy cauſe away. 


Enter Othello and Iago, at diftance. 


Emil. Madam, here comes my Lord, 
Ca/. Madam, I'll take my leave. 


D. l, 
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Ca,, Madam, not now. I am very ill at eaſe, 
Untit for mine own purpoſes. 
De. Well, do your diſcretion, [ Exit Caſſio. 
lago. Hah! I hke not that ———— 
C,. What doſt thou fay ? 
la»ov. Nothing, my Lord; or if—I know not what. 
0%. Was not that Caſio parted from my wife? 
Jago. Caſſio, my Lord? No, ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
O. h. 1 belicve *twas he. 
D. How now, my Lord? 
] have been talking with a ſuitor here, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure, 
Ot. Who is't you mean? 
Deſ. Why, your lieutenant Caſſio. Good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take ; 
For it he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honelt face. 
I pr'ythee call him back. 
O:/). Went he hence now? 
Def. Ay, ſooth, ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
Jo ſuffer with him. Good love, call hin back. 
Oi. Not now, ſweet Deſuemona , ſome otner time. 
Def. But ſhall 't be ſhortly ? 
O.. The ſooner, ſweet, for you. 
Def. Shall *$ be to-night at ſupper ? 
Oh, Not to- night. 
Dz/. 'To-morrow dinner then ? 
O:h, 1 ſhall not dine at home; 
| meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
D:/. Why then to-morrow night, or Tu:/{cy morn, 
Ur Tueſday noon, or night, or H edne/uay moin? 
| pr'ythee, name the time; but let it not - 
Lxceed three days. In faith he's penitent; 
And yet his treſpaſs, in our common reaſon, 
Save that, they ſay, the wars muſt make examples 
R 4 Out 
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Out of their beſt, is not almoſt a fault 
Jo incur a private check. When ſhall he come? 
Fell me, Othello. T wonder in my ſoul, 
What you could a/k me, that I would deny, 
Or ftand ſo mammering on? What! Michael Caffio, 
That came a woving with you, and many a time, 
When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly, 
Fath ta'en your part—to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in? "Truſt me I could do much 
0:4. Pr'ythee, no more. Let lim come when he v1, 
will deny thee nothing. 
Df. Why, this is not a boon. 
"Is as I !touid entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nouriſhing meats, or keep you warm; 
Or ſhe to you, to do peculiar profit 
Lo Hour an perſon. Nay, when I have ſuit, 
Verein I mean to touch your love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of poiſe and difficulty, 
And fearful to be granted, 
Ob. I will deny thee nothing: 
Whereon 1 do bejeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to mytelf. 
Def. Shall I deny you? No. Farewel, my Lord. 
O.. Farewel, my Deſatncna; I'll come ſtraight. 
De. Emilia, come. Beas your fancies teach you: 


W hate'er you be, I am obedient. [ Exeunt. 


O:h. Excellent wretch ! — Perdition catch my ſoul, 

Bur I do love thee; and when I love thee not, 

Chaos is come again. 
Jago. VIy noble Lord 
O04. What doit thou ſay, [azc? 
leg. Lid Michael Caſio, when you woo'd my lady, 

Eno, of your love? 

O. %. He did, from firſt to laſt. Why doſt thou aſk ? 
lago. But for a ſatisfaQion of my thought; 

No farther harm. 

Ot. Why of thy thought, age ? 

Jagd. 1 did not think he had been acquainted with it. 
Oh. Oh, yes, and went between us very oft. 

44%. Indeed! 


Ob. 
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Orb. Indeed! ay, indeed, Diſcern'ſt thou aught in that? 
Is he not honeſt? 
lago. Honeſt, my Lord? 
Orth. Honeſt! ay honeſt. 
lago. My Lord, for aught I know. 
Oth. What doſt thou think? 
Ingo. Think, my Lord! 
Oh. Think, my Lord! Why doſt thou echo me; 
As if there were ſome monſter in thy thought, 
Too hideous to be ſhewn ? Thou doſt mean ſomething ;: 
heard thee ſay but now, 7hou e not that, 
When Caſſio left my wife, What didft not like:? 
And when | told thee he was of my counſel, 
la my whole courſe of wooing, thou criedit, indeed 
And didſt contract and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit. If thou doſt leve me, 
dhew me thy thought. 
lago. My Lord, you know I love you. 
Orth. I think thou doſt: 
And for I know thou art full of love and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſ thy words before thou giv'ſt them breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 
For ſuch things, in a falſe diſloyal knave, 
Are tricks of cuſtom ; but, in a man that's juſt, 
They're cloſe dilations working from the heart,. 
That pation cannot rule. 
lago. For Michael Caſſio, 
I dare be ſworn, I think, that he is heneft. 
Oh, I think ſo too. 
lago. Men ſhould be what they feem ; 
Or, thoſe that be not, *wauld they might ſeem none ! 
Orth. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem ! 
lago. Why then, I think, Ca an honeſt man. 
Oh. Nay, yet there's more in this; 
L pray thee ſpeak. to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou doſt ruminate ; and give thy work of thoughts 
The worſt of words. : 
lago. Good ny Lord, pardon me. 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all faves are free 19. 


3 Utter 
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Utter my thoughts! —Why, ſay, they are vile and falſe; 
As where's that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who has a breaſt ſo pure, 
But ſome uncleanly apprehenſions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in ſeſſions fit 
With meditations lawful ? 
Oth. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Jags, 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his car 
A firanger to thy thoughts. 
Iago. I do beſeech you, 
Though I, perchance, am vicious in my gueſs, 
As, I confeſs, it is my nature's plague 
To ſpy into abuſe; and oft my jealouſy 
Shapes faults that are not; I entreat you then, 
From one that ſo improbably conceits, 
Your wiſdom would not build yourſelf a trouble 
Out of my ſcattering and uaſure obſervance. 
It were not for your quiet nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honeſty, and wiſdom,. 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Ob, What doſt thou mean?. | | 
Iago. Good name in man and woman, dear my Lo:d, 
Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls. 


Who ſteals my purie, ſteals traſh ; *tis ſomething, nothing, 


”['was mine, tis his, and has been flave to thouſand: : 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed! 
Ob. By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts 
Jago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor fhall not, whiiſt *tis in my cuſtody, 
0:4, Ha! : 
Jago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of jealouſy ;. 
It is a green-eyed monſter, which doth make 
The meat it fee:ls on. That cuckold lives in bliſs, 
Who, certain ot his fate, loves not unis wronger ; 
But, oh! what damned minutes tells he o'er, 
Who doats, yet loubts; ſuſpects, yet ftrongly loves! 
O:4. Oh miſery ! 
Iagv. Poor and content is rich, and rich enough; 
But riches fineleſs is as poor as winter, 


To 
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To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor. 
Good heaven! the ſouls of all my tribe defend ; 
From jealouſy ! | 
Oth, Why? why is this? 
Think'ſt thou I'd make a life of jealouſy, 
To follow ſtill the changes of the moon 
With freſh ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reſolv'd. Exchange me for a gout, 
When I ſhall turn the buſineſ, of my ſoul 
To ſuch exſuffolate and blown ſurmiſes, 
Matching thy inference. *T'is not to make me jealous, 
To ſay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, ſings, plays, and dauces well: 
here virtue is; theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No, Jago, 
11 fee before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with love or jealouſy. 
lago. I am glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhew the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker ſpirit. Therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof: 
Look to your wife, obſerve her well with Cao; 
Wear your eyes thus; not jealous nor ſecure. 
I. would not have your free and noble nature 
Out of ſelf-bounty be abas'd; look to't. 
I know our country diſpoſition well; 
In Jenice they do let heaven ſee the pranks 
They dare not ſhow their huſbands : their beſt conſcience. 
Is not to leave 't undone, but keep 't unknown. 
Orth. Doſt thou fay ſo? 
lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you; 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them moſt. 
Orth. And ſo ſhe did. 
Iago. Go to, then; 
She that, ſo young, could give out ſuch a ſeeming 
To ſeal her father's eyes up, cloſe as oak— 
He thought *twas witchcraſt——But I'm much to blume: 
| R 6 I hum- 
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I' humbly do beſeech you of your pardon, 


For too much loving you. 
Orb. I'm bound to thee for ever. 
Iago. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd yaur ſpirits. 
Oh. Not a jot, not a jot. 
ago. "I'ruſt me, I fear it has: 
J hope you will conſider what is ſpoke 
Comes from my love. But I do ſee you're mov'd 
I am to pray you, not to ſtrain my —_ 
To groſſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 
'T han to ſuſpicion. 
Oh. | will not. 
Tags. Should you do ſo, my Lord. 
My ipeech would fall into ſuch vile ſucceſs, 
As my thoughts aim not at. Caffe's my worthy friend. 
My Lord, I fee you're mov'd 
Oh, No, not much mov'd 
I do not think but De/demena's honeſt. 


Iago. Long live ſhe ſo! and long live you to think fo! 


O:h. And yet, how nature crring from itſelf ——— 
Iago. Ay, there's the point; as, to be bold with you, 
Not to affect many propoſed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things Nature tends, 
Foh! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural. 
But, pardon me, I do not 1n poſition 
Diſtinctly ſpeak of her; though 1 may fear, 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
Ard, haply, ſo repent. 
Oth. Farewel, farewel ! 
If more thou doit perceive, let me know more: 
Set on thy wife t' obſerve. Leave me, Iage. 


lane My Lord, I take my icave. [ Going 


Gin. Why did I naarry ?f—— 
Thi; hioncſt creature, doubtleſs, 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 
Iago. My Lord, I would I night eatreat your D 
To tcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time: 
Althourl *tis tit that C have hu piace, 


For 
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For ſure he fills it up with great ability ; 

Yet, if you pleaſe to hold him off awhile, 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means. 

Note if your lady ftrain his entertainment 

With any ſtrong or vehement opportunity ; 

Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 

Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, 

As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am ; 

And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honour. 
Oth., Fear not my government. 
lago. I once more take my leave. Exit. 
Ob. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 

And knows all qualities with a learned ſpirit 

Of human dealings. If I prove her haggard, 

Though that her jeſies were my dear heart-ſtrings, 

I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 

o prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black, 

And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation 

'That chamberers have ; or, for I am declin'd 

I:to the vale of years, yet that's not much; 

She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 

Muſt be to loath her. Oh the curſe of marriage! 

That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites | I had rather be a toad, 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner 1n the thing 1 love 

For others' uſe. Yet *tis the plague of great ones; 

Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the baſe : 

is deſtiny unſkunnable, like death. 

Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 

When we do quicken. — comes! 


Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 
If the be falſe, oh then Heaven mock: itſc. f: 
II not believe it. 

Deſ. How now, my dear Othello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous Iſlanders 


Py you invited, do attend your preſence, 
Oh. I am to blame, 


Def. Why do you ſpeak fo faintly ? 
Age yo not well ? 
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Orth. J have a pain _ my forehead here. 
Deſ. Why, that's with watching; 'twill away again: 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
O:h, Your napkin is too little. 
[ She drops her handkerch if, 
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 
Def. I am very ſorry that you are not well. [ Excunt, 
Anil. Jam glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her firit remembrance from the Moor; 
My wayward huſband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe ſo loves the token, 
For he conjur'd her ſhe ſhould ever keep it, 
'That ſhe reſerves it evermore about'her, 
To kiſs and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And giv't Iago; 
What he'll do with it, Heaven knows, not I: 
] nothing know. but for his fantaſy. 


Euter Iago. 


Jago. How now ! what do you here alone? 
mil. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you, 
{ago. You have a thing for me? 
It is a common thing— 
Emil. Ha? 
Jago. To have a fooliſh wife. | 
Anil. Oh, is that all? What will you give me now 
For that ſame handkerchief ? 
Iago. What handkerchief! 
mil. What handkerchief ? | 
Why, that the Moor.firſt gave to Ds/demona, 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 
Iago. Haſt ſtolen it from her? 
Amil. No; but ſhe let it drop by negligence; 
And to th' advantage, I, being here, took't up. 
Look, here it is. 
Jago. A good .wench ! give it me. 
Anil. What will you do with't, you have been ſo carne: 
To have me filch it? 
Jago. Why, what is that to you? [ Snatching ii. 
«Zmil. If 't be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 


Give i 
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tive 't me again. Poor lady! ſhe'll run mad 
When ſhe ſhall lack it. 

lago. Be not you known on 't: 
have uſe for it. Go, leave me—— [Exit Emilia. 
| will in Caſſio's lodging loſe this napkin, 
And let him find- it. Trifles, light as air, 
Are to the jealous confirmation ſtron 
A proofs of holy writ. This may 1 ſomething. 
he Moor already changes with my poiſon : 
Dangerous conceit; are in their nature poiſons, 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte ; 
But, .vath a little act upon the blood, 
Buri like the mines of ſulphur, —I did ſay ſo. 


Enter Othello. 


| Took, where he comes! Not poppy, nor mandragoray 

Nor all the drowſy ſyrups of the world, 
Shall ever med'cine thee to that ſweet ſleep 
Which thou owedſt yeſterday, 

Oh, Ha! Falſe! To me! to me! 

lago. Why, how now, General? No more of that. 

Oth. Avaunt ! be gone! thou haſt ſet me on tho rack. 
swear 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know 't a little. 

lugo. How, my Lord? 

Orb. What ſenſe had I of her ſtolen hours of luſt ? 
I ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
I ſlept the next night well, was free and merry; 
found not Caffo's kiſſes an her lips: 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtolen, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 

lago. I am ſorry to hear this. 

(%%. J had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her — body, 
30 | had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind, farewel content, 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war, 
That makes ambition virtue! oh, ſarewel! 
Farewel the neighing ſteed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, th' car-piercing fite, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, 
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Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war! 
And, oh, you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
The immortal Jowve's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! O: hello's occupation's gone! 

Tago. Is't poſkble, my Lord? 

Orth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be ſure of it; give me the ocular proof, 


Or, by the worth of mine eternal ſoul, 
Thou hadſt been better have been born a dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. 

lago. Is it come to this? 

O-. Make me to ſee't; or, at the leaſt, ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge nor loop 
To hang a doubt on: or, woe upon thy life! 

Iago. My noble Lord | 

O:h. If thou doſt Nander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all remorſe ; 
On horror's head horrors accumulate ! 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd ; 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

lago. Oh grace! oh heaven defend me 
Are you a man? have you a ſoul, or ſenſe? 
God be wr you! Take mine office. —O wretched fool, 
That liv'ſt to make thine honeity a vice! 
Oh monitrous world! take note, take note, oh world. 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. 
I thank you for this profit; and from henee 
I'll love no friend, fith love breeds ſuch offence. 

Oth. Nay, ſtay. Thou ſhouldit be honeſt 

lage. I thould be wiſe, for honeſty's a fool, 
And 1lo!'s; that it works for. 

Oth. By the world, 
I think my wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 
I thiak that thou art juſt, and think thou art not. 
Fl have ſome proof. Her name, that was as fieth 
As Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As my own face. If there be cords, or knives, 
Poiſon, or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 
T 11 aot endure 't. Would 1 were ſatisfied! 


ago, 


* bold of bin. 


* 
* 


Scenes from Shakspeare's Plays. 


Iago. I ſee, Sir, you are eaten up with paſſion ; 


do repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be fatisfied ? 
Orth. Would! nay, I will. 
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lago. And may; but how ? how ſatisfied, my Lord? 


Would you be ſuperviſor, groſsly gape on? 

Behold her tupp'd? 

Orth. Death and damnation ? oh! 

[ago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring 'em to that proſpect : damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do ſee them bolſter, _ 
More than their own. What then ? how then? 
What ſhall T ſay? where's ſatisfaction ? 

It is impoſlible you ſhould ſee this, 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 

As ſalt as wolves in pride, and fools as groſs 

As ignorance made drank. But yet, I ſay, 

I* imputation and ſtrang circumſtances, 

Which lead directly to the door of truth, 

Will give you ſatisfactian, you might have it. 
Oth. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal. 
Iago. I do not like the office; 

But ſince I'm enter'd in this cauſe ſo far, 

Prick'd to't by fooliſh honeſty and love, 

I will go on. I lay with Cao lately, 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

could not ſleep 

There are a kind of men ſo looſe of ſoul, 

That in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs. 

One of this kind is Caffe: 

In ſleep I heard him ſay, „Sweet De/emona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves!“ 


And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand ; 
Cry, “O fweet creature!” and then kiſs me hard, 


As if he pluck'd up kiſſes by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips ; then lay his leg 
Over my thigh, and figh'd and kiſs'd, and then 


Cried, <«« Curſed fate! that gave thee to the Moor.” 


Orth. Oh monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 
lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 


Oth, 
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Oh. But this denoted a foregone concluſion ; 
"Tis a ſhrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. V 
Iago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, | 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 1 
A 

V 


Oth, PII tear her all to picces. 
Iago. Nay, but be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done; 
She way be honeſt yet. — — Tell me but this, 


Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, d 
Spotted with ſtrawberries, in your wife's hand ? / 
O:4. I gave her ſuch a one; "twas my firſt gift. \ 
Jago. | know not that; but ſuch a handkerchief 1 
£m ſure it was your wife's) did I to-day 
ee Caſio wipe his beard with. ; 
Oh, If it be that 
Iago. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers, ( 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. 
Oh. Oh that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives; 


One 1s too poor, too weak for my revenpe. 
Now do I fee 'tis true. Look here, Jago, 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: 
*T'is gone 
Ariſe, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell! 
Vie 4 up, oh love, thy crown and hearted throne 
To tyr..nnous hate! ſwell, boſom, with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of aſpics tongues, 
{ago. Yet be content. 
Orh. Oh, blood ! blood ! blood! 
11g, Patience, | ſry; your mind perhaps may change. 
Oh. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic Sea, 
Whoſe icy current and compulſive courſe 
Ne'cr feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Helleſpont ;; 
Even ſo my bloody thoughts with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up.—— Now, by yon marble heaven, 


In the due reverence of 'a ſacred vow [ Le kneel, 
There engage my words | 
Iago. Do not riſe yet. [lago knees. 


Witneſs, ye ever-burning lights above! Ye 
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Ye elements that clip us round about ! 
Witneſs that here Jago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong 'd Othells's ſervice. Let him command; 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſs ever. 
Orth. 1 greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous; 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't. 
Within theſe three days let me hear thee ſay 
That Caſſio's not alive. 
lago. My friend is dead; 
'T'is done at your requeſt, But let her live. 
0:h, Damn her, lewd minx! oh damn her! damn her! 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death 
For the fair devil, Now art thou my heutenant, ' 
Iago. 1 am your own for ever. [ Exrant, 


rw » — — 
* 


No. XXXVII.—OT HELLO. 


Act V. Scene II. A Bed-chamber: Deſdemona is 
diſcovered aſleep in her Bed, 


Euter Othello, with a light and a ſword, 


I OTHELLO, 

T is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul ; 

Jet me not name it to you, you chaſte ſtars ! 
It 15 the cauſe. —— Yet l'Il not ſhed her blood, 
Nor fcar that whiter ſkiu of hers than ſnow, 
And ſmooth as monumental alabaſter. [ La doxn the ford. 
Yet the muſt die; elſe ſhe'll betray more men, 
Put out the light and then—put out the light! 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniltcr, 

| can again thy former light reltore, 

Should I repent; but once put out thy light. 


Thou 
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Thou cunning'ſt pattern of excelling nature, Al 
J know not where is that Promethean heat 00! 
That can thy light relumine.— Sers dezun the taper 1. 
When 1 have pluck'd thy roſe, It 


I cannot give it vital growth again; 
It needs muſt wither ——1'l] ſmell it on the tree; 
[ Kiſſing bo- | 

Oh balmy breath, that doft almoſt perſuade * 
Juſtice to break her ſword ! — one more; one more. 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after.—One more; and that's the laſt. 
So ſweet was ne'er ſo fatal! I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel tears. This ſorrow's heavenly ; 
It firikes where it doth love.——-She wakes —— 

Deſ. Who's there? Othello? 

Oth. Ay, Deſdemeona. 

Def. Will you come to-bed, my Lord? 

Oh. Have you pray'd to-night, De/demona ? 

Def. Ay, my Lord. 

Oh. It you bethink yourſelf of any crime 


Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, 


Solicit for it ſtraight. f 
Def: Alack, my Lord! 
What may you mean by that? ; 


Ozch. Well, do it, and be brief. I will walk by. 
I would not kill thy unprepared ſpirit ; 

No, heavens forefend ! I would not kill thy ſoul. 

Def. Talk you of killing ? 

Orh. Ay, I do. 

Def. Then heaven have mercy on me! 

Orb. Amen, with all my heart. 

Def. If you ſay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Orth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I fear you: for you're fatal then, 
When your eyes roll ſo. Why I ſhould fear 1 know not, 
Since guilt I know not; yet I feel I fear. 

Orth. Lhink on thy ſins. 

De/. They're loves I bear to you. 

O:h. Ay, and for that thou dieſt. 

D. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving. 


Alas, 
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Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether lip? 
Some bloody paſlion ſhakes your very frame : 
Theſe are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 
Oth. Peace, and be ſtill. 
D I will fo. What's the matter ? 
0th, That handkerchief 
Which I ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Cao. 
De/. No, by my life and ſoul! Send for the man, 
And aſk him. 
Oth. Sweet ſoul, take heed, take heed of perjury ; 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 
De/. Ay, but not yet to die. 
Oh. Preſently; 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy fin; 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove nor choak the ſtrong conception 
hat I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Deſ. Oh heaven have mercy on me! 
Oth. I ſay, Amen. 
De/. And have you mercy too !—T never did 
Offend you in my life; never lov'd Ca, 
But with ſuch general warranty of heaven, 
As 1 might love. 1 never gave him token. 
O:h. By heaven, 1 ſaw my handkerchief in his hand. 
Oh F ance woman ! thou dot ſtone my heart, 
And mak'ſt me call what I intend to do 
A murder, which I thought a ſacrifice. 
| ſaw the handkerchief. 
De/. He found it then; 
| never gave it him. Send for him hither, 
| Let him confeſs a truth. 
Orth. He hath confeſs'd. 
De/. What, my Lord? 
Orth. That he hath-—us'd thee— 
Dj. How? unlawfully ? 
Oth, Ay. 
De/. He will not ſay ſo, 
(0h, No, his mouth is ſtopp'd. 
Honelt [ago hath ta'en order for't. 
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Def. My fear interprets then. What! is he dead? W 
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had ſtomach for them all. 
Def. Alas! he is betray'd, and I undone, 
Oth. Out, ſtrumpet! weep'ſt thou for him to my face 
De/. Oh baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Orb. Down, ſtrumpet! 
D/ Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 


Oth. Nay, if you ſtrive— KL 
De/. But half an hour. | Al 
Oh. Being done, there is no pauſe. 
De/. But while I ſay one prayer. 4 
Oh. It ts too late. [ He ſmothers he,. 
Emilia, at the door. A 
5 | 
Emil. My Lord, my Lord! What ho! my Lord, my 
Lord ! 
Oh. What noiſe is this? Not dead? not yet quite dead? 
I, that ara cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. WH 
So, ſo! 6, 


Anil. [ within.) What, ho! my Lord, my Lord! 
Oh. Who's there? 
nil. Oh, my good Lord, I would ſpeak a word with 
vou. C 
Oh. Yes, *tis Zmilia—by and by—ſhe's dead. 
"Tis like the comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death; 
The noiſe was high. —— kla, no more moving ? 
Still a» he grave. Shall ſhe come in? Were't good? 
think he tirs again. No. What's the beſt ? 
If the come in, ſbe'll ſure ſpeak to my wife; 4 
My wife ! my wife! what wife? I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportabſe, oh heavy hour! 
Methin|s it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 
Of ſun and moon, and that th' affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 


Ami. ] do beſeech you I may ſpeak with you. 1 
Oh, good my Lord! 
Orth. I had forgot thee ; oh, come in, Afmilia. 0 
, Soft! by and by—let me the curtains draw. 


Whee 
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Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now? 
[ Unlocks the door. 


Enter Mmilia. 


Emil. Oh, my good Lord! yender's foul murder done. 
Oth. What! now? 
Anil. But now, my Lord. 
Oth. It is the very error of the moon; 
She comes more near the earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 
mil. Caſſio, my Lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venetian, called Roderigo. 
Orth. P:derigo kill'd? and Cie kill'd ? 
Emi! No, Caſſio is not kill'd. 
Oth. ot Cate kill'd? Then murder's out of tune, 
And tweet revenge grows harſh. 
De/. Oh, falſely, talſely murdered ! — 
Anil. Alas! what cry is that? 
Orth. That? what? 
Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady's voice. 
Help! help, ho! help! oh, lady, ſpeak again! 
Sweet D.ſademana! oh, ſweet multrel(s, ſpeak! 
Def. A guiltleſs death I die. 
Anil. Oh, who hath done this deed ? 
De/. Nobody, I myſelf. Farewe!! 
Commend me to my kind Lord. Oh, farewel! [Dies. 
Orb. Wny, how ſhould ſhe be murder'd ? 
Emil. Alas! who knows? 
Oh. You heard her ſay, herſelf; it was not I. 
mil. She ſaid ſo; I muit needs report the truth. 
Oth. She's like a liar goue to burning hell; 
Twas I that kill'd her. 
Amid. Oh, the more angel ſhe, and you the blacker devil! 
O.. She turn'd to folly, and the was a whore. 
AEmil. Thou doſt belye her, and thou art a devil. 
Oh. She was falſe as water. 
Anil. Thou art raſh as fre, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh, ſhe was heavenly true. 
Orth. Caſſio did tup her: aſk thy huſband elſe, 
Oh, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, E 
ut 
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But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To this extremity. Thy huſband knew it all. 
Anil. My huſband ? 
Orth. Thy huſband, 
Emil. That ſhe was fa'ſe to wedlock ? 
Orh. Ay, with Caſſio. Had ſhe been true, 
Tf heaven would make me ſuch another world 
Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, 
I'd not have ſold her for it. 
mil. My huſband ? 
O:h. Ay, 'twas he that told me firſt ; 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That fticks on filthy deeds. 
Emil. My huſband ? 
Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? 
I fay, thy huſband. 


Emil. Oh miſtreſs! villainy has made mocks with love. 


My huſband ſay ſhe was falſe ! 
Orth. He, woman ; 
I fay, thy huſband ; doſt underſtand the word? 
My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, honeſt Jags. 
mil. If he ſay ſo, may his pernicious ſoul 
Rot half a grain a day; he lyes to the heart, 
She was too fond of her molt filthy bargain, 
Oh. Hah !— 
mil. Do thy worſt. 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
'Than thou waſt worthy her. 
Orth. Peace you were beſt. 
mil. Thou haſt not half that power to do me harm, 
As I have to be hurt. Oh gull! oh dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou'ſt done a deed — 
I care not for thy ſword—1I'll make thee known, 
Though I Joſt twenty lives—Help! help, ho! help! 
The Moor hath kill'd my miſtreſs, Murder! murder 
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THE BEAUTIES of STERNE. Calculated for the Heart cf 
S$enſibility. This volume contains a pleaſing ſelection from the Wark 
of tlat elegant Writer; among which are, The Story of Le Fevre ar4 
Uncle Toby, Maria, Shandy's Bed of Juſtice, Yorick's Horſe, Corporal 
Trim's Brother, the Dwarf, the Pu'ſe, the Pye-man, the Sword, tht 
Supper, the Starling, the Aſs, Dr. Slop and Obadiah, Dr. Slop an! 
Suſan, &c. &c. Aliſo ſeveral of his moſt celebrated ſermons, e egen: 
ſentiments, and familiar letters to his friends. The twelfth edition, et- 
namented with ſeven plates, including a portrait of Sterne. Price 35. 64, 
ſewed. 14 . 4 "Pha 


„ Another Edition is als to be had, beautifully Fe in Octave, in 
fine Vellum Paper, and hot preſſed. Price Seven billings in b:ards, 


THE BEAUTIES of Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON, conſiſting of 
maxims and obſervations, moral, critical and miſcellaneous. To wi 
ade added, BroGxApPnical ANECDOTES, ſelected from the lite pro 
ductions of Mrs, Piozzi, Mr. Boſwell, and other authentic teſtimontes, 
This edition is embelliſhed with an etching of the head of Dr. Johnſons 
taken from the life about a month before his death; allo a tac hut & 
his hand-writing, The eighth edition, price 3s. 6d. ſewed. 


THE BEAUTIES of the RAMBLER, ADVENTURER, cox. 
NOISSEUR, WORLD, and IDLER, in two vols, Price 72, cs. 


THE BEAUTIES of the SPECTATOR, TATLER and GUAR- 
DIAN, in two vols. twelves. A new edition, price 78. ſewed. 


A VIEW of UNIVERSAL HISTORY, from the Creation to the 
Preſent Time. Including an Account of the celebrated Revolutions iN 
France, Poland, Sweden, Geneva, &c. &. Together with an Accu: 
rate and Impartial Narrative of the late Military Operations; 41s 00141 
important Events. 

By the Rev. J. ADAMS, A. M. 
In Three Volumes, Octavo, Price 183. in boards» 


To 
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To deny Mr. ADams the Merit of laborious Laduſtry would be unjuſt, 
and it would be no leſs ſo if we did not acknowledge that this Work con- 
tains much uſeful Information, and may be read with Advantage by thoſe 
who want Lciſure or Inclination to conſult origin! Writers, and to ſeek 
for Knowiedge at the Fountain Head, Monthly Review, June 1796. 


FLOWERS of ANCIENT HISTORY. 
Ditto MODERN Ditto. , 


By the Rev. J. ADAMS, A.M. 


Juſt publiſhed New Editions, materially enlarged, being the Third of 
the above Books, each Price 35. ſewed. 


They comprehend, on a new Plan, the moſt remarkable and intereſting 
Events as well as Characters of Ancient and Modern Times, deſigned for 
the Improvement and Entertainment of Youth, 


Q. HORATII FLACCI quæ ſuperſunt recenſuit et notulis inſtruxit, 
GILBERTUS WAKEFIELD, A. B. Coll. Jes. Cant. nuper Socius, 
beautifu ly printed in Two Vols. foolſcap 8vo. Price 10s. 6d. in boards, 

A few copies are to be had on large paper, Price 11. 1s. in boards. 


P. VIRGILY MARONIS OPERA emendabat et notulis illuſtrabat, 
GILBERTUS WAKEFIELD, A. B. Coll. Jes. Cant. nuper Secius, 
beautifully printed uniform with his edition of Horace, in Two Volumes, 
folſcap $vo, Price 128. in boards. 

A few; copies are to be had on large paper, Price 11, 118. 66, in boards. 


« This Edition of Virgil affords a new proof of the learning and abili- 
ties of Mr, Wakefield; and it conſpires, with his other publications, to 
give him a high rank among the ſcholars of the age.” 


Critical Review, Aug. 1796. 


A TRANSLATION of the NEW TESTAMENT, with Notes 
Critical and Explanat ry, by GILBERT WAKEFIELD, A. B. &c. 


in Two Volumes, B8vo. the ſecond edition, with improvements, Price 
165. in boards. 


A few copies are to be had on large paper, Price 11. 18. in boards» 

The alterations in th's Edition are numerous, and materially improve 
the Work, as weil the Expence of the Publication is reduced by me:ns of 
a \mialler type and fuller page, which have enabl-d the Author to comprize 
the Work in Two Volumes inſtea of Three.”” 

„% For a farther Account of this valuable Publication, (which will be 
highly acceptable to every one who ſtudies and reveres the N-w Teſta- 
ment, itiil, we truſt, even in this age of reaſ-n, no inconfilerable num- 
ber) we refer to our Review for July, 1792. 

Monthly Review, June 1796. 

Of Mr. Wakefield's qualifications for the important taſk which he 
has here undertaken, his various writings may enable the Public, in ſome 
nitalure, to form a judgment. That he poſſeſſes a competent knowledge 
o! the ancient languages (the firſt requiſite in a tranflator of the New 


Teſtament) 
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Teſtament) will not be queſtioned by thoſe who have read his 81 
Critica, and his Commentary on St. Matthew; and the principles 
biblical tranſlation which Mr. W. lays down, he appears to us to hu: 
very diligently, and in the main, very ſucceſsfully followed. \ 
« To the work is added Notes, chiefly intended to juſtify the vari. 
_—_— the preſent from the commonly received verſion ; theſe note, a 
uſual, abound with proofs of the Author's learning and ingenuity, &. 
Kc.“ Monthly Review, July 1792, 


ELEGANT ANTLCDOT FES, BON MOTS, and CHARACTER. 
ISTIC TRAITS of the greateſt Princes, Politicians, Philoſophen, 
Oratots, and Witz of Ancient and Modern Times; ſuch as Voltiir, 
Des Cartes, Sir R. S ecle, Dean Swift, Addiſon, Dr. Johnſen, 5. 
Hogarth, Boilieu, Count de Gramont, Dryden, Metaſtaſio, Erf- 
mus, Biſhop Burnett, Charlemagne, James 1. Dake of Marlborough, 
Mr. Fox, Pope, Henry IV. of France, Foote, Lord Lyttleton, &, 
By the Rev. J. ADAMS, A. M. The third edition, in two thick vo- 
lumes, price 8s. 


With a Map of the ſurreurding Country, and a Plan of the Citics of Lins 
don and Miſminſter, and Borough of Southwark, 


KEARSLEY's STRANGER's GUIDE, or COMPANION 
through LONDON and WESTMINSTER, and the COUNTRY 
ROUND; containing a Deſcription of the Situation, Antiquity, and 
Curioſities of every Place within the circuit of fourteen miles. Price 

s. 6d, bound in red. 

« To Strangers this Work muſt prove particularly uſeful, and may nt 
be unproductive of gratification even to thoſe who are acquainte! withtte 
capital, it embraces ſuch a circuit as affords multiplicity of objects inte- 
reſting to curloſity. 74 1 124. Critical Review. 


nnn 
THE POETICAL WORKS of SAMUEL JOHNSON, 
LL. D. Contai:iing London, a Satire; and the Vanity of Hum 
Wiſhes, both imitated from Juvenal; Irene, a Tragedy; The Winter" 
Walk; The Midſummer's Wiſh ; and ſundry other pieces. Price 3. 
in boards. 


The ſeventh edition, much enlarged, and ornamented with a conſidetabe 
number of elegant engraved plates, 


A COMPLETE NARRATIVE of CAPTAIN CORE, 
VOYAGES RCUND the WORLD; containing a faithful account 
of all his diſcoveries, with the tranfoCtions at each place; a Qgelcription of 
the inhabitants with their manners and cuſtoms; a full detail of the cet 
cumſtances relative to Capt, Couk's death, and an account of his lit. 
By CAPT. KING. 

Thoſe win 1u;erintend the education of youth of either ſex, £can""! 

ut into their hans a more accept ble work, for the amuſement of leur: 
ae than theſe late voyages of diſcoveiy; which abound with matter 
highly intercſting and entertaining. They are compriſed in two lte 
volumes, cloſely printed, price 8s. in boards, Either volume ma 


be had ſepatrate, price 43. | 


